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ACT [I. 


Scunz LL—A Room, with crucibles and apparatus 
of alchemy. | 


Enter Fazio and BIANCA, R. 
Fas. [p. c.] Why, what a peevish, envious 
i oo ead 


Was he, that vowed cold wedlock’s atmosphere 
Wearies the thin and dainty plumes of love ; 
That a fond husband’s holy appetite, 

ike the gross surfeit of intemperate joy, 
Grows sickly and fastidious at the sweets 
Of its own chosen flower! My.own Bianca, 
With what delicious scorn we laugh away 
Such sorry satire! | 

Bian. [u. c.] Which of thy smooth books 
Teaches this harmony of bland deceit ? 
Oh, my own Fazio! if a serpent told me 
That it was stingless in a tone like thine, 
I should believe it. - Oh, thou sweetly false ! 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit."—DR. JOHNSON, 
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O’er boiling skellets, crucibles and stills, — 

Drugs and elixirs. | 
Faz. Aye, chide on, my love! 

The nightingale’s complaining is more sweet 


‘| Than half the dull, unvarying birds that pipe 


Perpetual amorous joy. Tell me, Bianca— — 
How long is’t since we wedded ? a 
Bian. Wouldst thou know 
The right and title to thy weariness ? 
Beyond two years. - 
Faz. Days, days, Bianca! Love 
Hath in its calendar no tedious time 
So long as what cold, lifeless souls call years. 
Oh, with my books, my sage philosophy, 
My infants and their mother, time slides on 


|So smoothly, as ’twere fall’n asleep, forgetting 
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Its heaven-ordainéd motion! We are poor ; 
But in the wealth of love—in that, Bianca, 
In that we are Eastern sultans. I have thought |¢ 
If that my wondrous alchemy should win $ 
That precious liquor, whose transmuting dew 6/3 
Makes the black iron start forth brilliant gold, + 
Were it not wise to cast it back again A 
Into its native darkness? | Lg 
Bian. Ow upon it! $ 
Oh, leave it there, my Fazio! leave it there! Dg 
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I hate it! ‘Tis my rival, ’tis thy mistress ! 


de | Aye, this it is that makes thee strange and restless, 


A truant to thine own Bianca’s arms— 
This wondrous secret. 
Faz. Dost thou know, Bianca, 
Our neighbor, old Bartolo ? 
Bian. Oh, yes, yes! 
That yellow wretch, that looks as he were stain’d 
‘With watching hisown gold ; everyone knows him. 
Enough to loathe him. Not a friend hath he, 
Nor kindred, nor familiar; not a slave, 
Not a lean serving wench: nothing e’er entered . 
But his spare self within his jealous doors, 
Except a wandering rat; and that, they say, 
Was famine-struck, and died there.—What of him? 
Faz. Yet he, Bianca, he is of our rich ones: 
There’s not a galliot on the sea but bears 
A venture of Bartolo’s; not an acre, 
Nay, not a villa of our proudest princes, 
But he hath cramp’d it with a mortgage; he, 
He only stocks our prisons with his debtors. 
Isaw him creeping home last night: he shuddered 
As he unlock’d his door, and looked around 
As if he thought that every breath of wind 
Were some keen thief: and when he lock’d him in, 
I heard the grating key turn twenty times, 
To try if all were safe. Ilook’d again. 
From our high window by mere chance, and saw 
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The motion of his seaaity moping lantern ; 


And, where his wind-rent lattice was ill-stuffed | |The quiet stream whereon we glide 80 smooth, 


With tattered remnants of a money-bag, 


Through cobwebs and thick dust I spied his face, | 


Like some dry wither-boned anatomy, 


Through a huge chest-lid, jealously and scantily | For the gay revel of a golden harp, 


Uplifted, peering upon coin and jewels, 
Ingots and wedges, and broad bars of gold, 


Upon whose lustre the wan light shone muddily, But thou, thou vain and wanton ti thy power, 
As though the New World had outrun the Thou know’st canst make e’en jealousy look 


Spaniard, 
And emptied all its mines in that coarse hovel. 
His ferret eyes gloated as wanton o’er them 
As a gross satyr on a sleeping nymph! 
And then, as he heard something like a sound, 


He clapp’d the lid to, and blew out the lantern. | And be with thee ; unless thou fanciest, sweet, 


And’I, Bianca, burried to thy arms, 


And thanked my God that I bad braver riches. |And then heaven knows how long I may be 


Bian. Oh, then, let that black furnace burst! 
dash down 
Those ugly and misshapen jars and vials. 
Nay, nay, most sage philosopher, to-night, 
At least to-night, be only thy Bianca’s. 
| [She clings to him. 
Faz. [looking fondly on her.) Why, e’en the 
prince of bards was false and slanderous, 
Who girt Jove’s bride in that voluptuous zone 
Ere she could win her weary lord to love ; 
While my earth-born Bianca bears by nature 
An ever-blooming cestus of delight ! 

Bian. So courtly and so fanciful, my Fazio! - 
Which of our dukes hath lent thee his cast poesies ? 
Why, such a musical and learned phrase 
' Had soften’d the Marchesa Aldabella, 

_ That high signora, who once pamper'd thee 
' Almost to madness with her rosy smiles ; 

' And then my lady queen put on her winter, 
| And froze thee till thou wert a very icicle, 

' Had not the lowly and despised Bianca 

' Shone on it with the summer of her pity ! 

Faz. Nay, taunt not her, Bianca, taunt not her! 
Thy Fazio loved her once. Who, who would blame 
Heaven’s moon, because a maniac hath adored it, 
And died in his dotage? E’en a saint might wear 
; Proud Aldabella’s scorn, nor look less beavenly. 
Oh, it dropp’d balm upon the wounds it gave; 
| The soul was pleased to be so sweetly wrong’d, 
And misery grew rapturous! Aldabella! 
The gracious! the melodious! Oh, the words 
Laugh’d on her lips; the motion of her smiles 
Shower’d beauty, as the air-caresséd spray 
The dews of morning; and her stately steps . 
Were light as though a wingéd angel trod 
Over earth’s flowers, and feared to brush away 
Their delicate hues ; aye, e’en her very robes . 
Were animate and breathing, as they felt 
The presence of her loveliness, spread around 
Their thin and gauzy clouds, ministering freely 
Officious duty on the shrine where nature 
Hath lavish’d all her skill. 

Bian. A proud, loose wanton ! 


Faz. She wanton! Aldabella loose ! Then, then | Only to give ?7—Oh, there ! there! there! 


Are the pure lilies black as soot within, 

The stainless, virgin snow is hot and rancid, 

And chastity—aye, it may be in heaven, 

But all beneath the moon is wild and haggard! 

If she be spotted, oh, unholiness 

Hath never been so delicatel lodged 

Since that bad devil walk’d fair Paradise ! 
Bian. Already silent ? 

Enough of your soft incense? Fazio! Fazio! 


FAZIO. 


[Act I, Scene 1. 


But that her gaudy bark would aye disdain 


I should be fearful of ye. 
Faz. Nay, unjust— _—_—- 
Ungenerous "Bianca !- who foregoes, 


Its ecstasies and rich enchanting falls, _ 
His own domestic lute’s familiar pleasing ? 


lovely, 
| And all thy punishment for that bad passion 
Be this! [Kisses her.] Good night |—I will but 
snatch a look 
How the great crucible doth its slow work, 


That Aldabella lurks behind the furnace ; ; 


truant. (£ait BIANCA, R. | 
[ R. C., Ji ieas .] Oh, what a star of the: first magni- 
tu 


Were poor young Fazio, if his skill should work 
The wond’rous secret your deep-closeted 
Grow gray in dreaming of! Why, all our Florence 
Would be too narrow for his branching glories ; 
It would o’erleap the Alps, and all the north 
Troop here to see the great philosopher. 
He would be wealthy, too—wealthy in fame 
And that’s more golden than the richest gold. 

A groan without. 


Holy St. Francis! what a groan was there. 
Bar. [without.| Within there! Oh! within | 
_ there, neighbor! Death, ; ; 


Murder, and merciless robbery ! 


FAZIO opens the door. Enter BaRrOL0. 


Faz. What! Bartolo! «= - 
Bar. Thank ye, my friend! ‘Ha, as ha! my 
old limbs! 
I did not think them half so tough and sinewy. 
St. pee but their pins. ‘prick’d close and 
een. - 
Six of em, strong and sturdy, with their daggers, 
Tickling the old man to let loose his ducats. 
Faz. Who, neighbor—who 


eareore 


Bar. Robbers—black, crape-faced robbers, © if 


Your only blood-suckers, that drain your veins,’ 
And yet their mbagre bodies aye grow sparer. 
They knew that I had moneys from the Duke. 
But I o’erreach’d thém, neighbor—not a ducat, 
Nay, not a doit, to cross themselves withal, . 
Got they from old Bartolo. Oh, I bleed! 
And my old heart beats minutes like.a clock. 
Faz. A surgeon, friend ! 
Bar. Aye, one of your kind butchers, __ 
Who oe Liha slash your flesh for their’ own. pas- 


And then, “God bless. the mark, they must have 
mone 


Gold, gold, or nothing! Silver is grown coarse, | 
And rings unhandsomely.. Have I’scaped robbing 


- cold, 
‘(Cold as December. 
Faz. Nay, then, a confessor? 
Bar. A confessor! one of your black, smooth: 
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That drone the name of God incessantly, 
Like the drear burthen of a doleful ballad f 


Hath your idol quaffd | That sing to one of bounteous codicils 


To the Franciscans or some hospital ! | 


| 
! 
talkers, =| 
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My ducats and my ingots scarcely. cold 

From the hot Indies! Oh! and I forgot 

To seal those jewels from the Milan Duke! 

Oh! misery, misery! Just this very day, 

And that mad spendthrift, Angelo, hath not sign’d 

The mortgage on those meadows by the Arno. — 

Oh! misery, misery! Yet I ’scap’d them bravely, 

And pig my ducats off! [ Dies. 
Faz. , een lie there, as foul a mass of ear 

As ever loaded it. ’Twere sin to charity 

To wring one drop of brine upon thy corpse. 

In sooth, Death’s not nice-stomach’d, to be 

cramm’d | 

With such unsavory offal. What a god 

"Mong Msi might this dead, wither’d thing have 
_ been, 

That now must rot beneath the earth, as once 

He rotted on it. Why, his wealth had won 

In better hands an atmosphere around him 

Musical ever with the voice of blessing— . 

Nations around his tomb, like marble mourners, 

Vied for their pedestals. In better hands ? 

Methinks these fingers are nor coarse nor clumsy. 

Philosophy ! Philosophy ! thou’rt lame 

And tortoise-paced to my fleet desires ! 

I scent a shorter path to fame and riches. 

The Hesperian trees nod their rich clusters at me, 

Tickling my timorous and withdrawing grasp; 

I would, yet dare not. - That’s a coward’s reckon- 


_ing. 
Half of the sin lies in “I would.” To-morrow, 
If that it find me poor, will write me fool,. 
And myself be a mock unto myself. 
Aye, and the body murder’d in my house! 
Your carrion breeds most strange and loathsome 

insects— 

Suspicions of the quickest and the keenest 
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u hadst no desperate love for holy church ; 

Long-knolléd bell were no sweet music to thee. 

A “God be with thee” shall be all thy. mass; 

Thou never lovedst those dry and droning priests. 

£1 +t} Thowlt rot most cool and quiet in my. garden; 

Ty] Your gay and gilded vault would be too costly. 

VE) [ Exit, with the body of BARTOLO. 
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ScENE IT.—A Street. 


Enter Fazio, with a dark lantern, R. 


Faz. I, wont to rove like a tame household dog, 
sit; Caress'd by every hand, and fearing none,. . 
Now prowl e’en like a gray and treasonous wolf. 
Tis a bad deed to rob, and I'll have none on 't : 
1¥¢+| ’Tis a bad deed to rob—and whom? the dead ? 
hy of their winding-sheets and coffin nails. 
but a quit-rent for the land I sold him, 
Almost two yards to house him and his worms; 
‘Somewhat usurious in the main—but that 
Is honest thrift to-your keen usurer. 
Had he a kinsman—nay, a friend—twere devilish. 
But now whom rob I? why, the State. In sooth, 
Marvelous little owe I this same State, | 
That I should be so dainty of its welfare. 


Senate | 
Sit in their scarlet robes and ermine tippets,. 
And live in proud and pillar’d palaces, — | 


To scatter it abroad amid so many, — 


=i neighbor, by your leave, your keys! In sooth 


Methinks our Duke hath pomp enough; our 
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FAZIO. 3 


Oh! there’s a shooting—oozing here! Ah,me! |It were to cut the sun out into spangles, 


And mar its brilliance by dispersing it. 

Away! away! his burying is my Rubicon! 

Cesar or nothing. Now, ye close-lock’d treasures, 

Put on your gaudiest hues, outshine yourselves ! 

With a deliverer’s, not a tyrant’s hand, 

Invade I thus your dull and peaceful slumbers, 

And give you light and liberty. Ye-shall not — 

Moulder and rust in pale and pitiful darkness, 

But front the sun with light bright as his own 
[vit 1. 


_ SCENE ITI.— The Street near FAazio’s door. 
Re-enter Fazio, with a sack, R.; he rests it. 


Faz. My steps were ever to this door as though |¢. 
_| They trod on beds of perfume and of down; 


The wingéd birds were not by half so light, 
When through the lazy twilight air they wheel 
Home to their brooding mates. But now, methinks, 
The heavy earth doth cling around my feet. 

I move as every separate limb were gyved 

With its particular weight of manacle. 
The moonlight, that was wont to seem so soft, 
So balmy to the slow-respired breath, 

Icily, shiveringly cold falls on me. 

The marble pillars, that soared stately up, 

As though to prop the azure vault of heaven, 
Hang o’er me with a dull and dizzy weight. 

The stones whereon I tread do grimly speak 
Forbidding echoes, aye, with human voices : 
Unbodied arms pluck at me as I pass, 

And socketless, pale eyes look glaring on me. | 


But I have passed them ; and methinks this weight |. 


Might strain more sturdy. sinews than mine own. 
Howbeit, thank God, ’tis safe!—Thank God! for 
what ? cae 
That a poor honest man’s grown a rich villain. — 

| | [Eatt L. 


SCENE IV.—Fazio’s House. 


Enter FAZ10, with his sack, R., which he opens and 
surveys. 
Faz. I thank ye, bounteous thieves! most lib- 
eral thieves!’ | 

Your daggers are my worship. Have ye leap’d 
The broad and sharp-stak’d trenches of the law, 
Mock’d at the deep damnation that attaints 
The souls of murderers, for my hands unbloodied, 
As delicately, purely white as ever, - 
To pluck the golden fruitage? Oh, I thank ye, 
Will chronicle ye, my good friends and true! 
Enter BIANCA, L. FAZIO conceals the treasure.: 


Bian. [u. c.) Nay, Fazio, nay. this is too 


much: nay, Fazio, 
Il not be humored like a froward child, 
Trick’d into sleep with pretty tuneful tales. 
Faz. [R..c.] We feast the Duke to-morrow: 
shall it be — 
In the Adorni or Vitelli palace ? 
They’re both on sale, and each is fair and lofty. 
Bian. Why, Fazio, art thou frantic? Nay, look 
not 
So strangely—so unmeaningly. I had rather 


That Ween wouldst weep, than look so wildly |: 
Bile = joyful. | 
Where their Greek wines flow plentiful. Besides,| Fag. Aye, and a glorious banquet it shall be: . 


Gay servants, in as proud caparisons 
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FAZIO. [Act I, Scéne 1. 


Aye, aye, Bianca !: there shall be a princess ; Slide from my lips; and I do mirror him 
She ‘shall be lady of the feast. Let’s see In the clear glass of my poor eloquence. ) 
Your gold and crimson for your fair-hair’d beauties: Faz. In coarse and honest phraseology, Ba | cake 
| It shall be gold and crimson. Dost thou-know | A flatterer. — 
The princess that I mean ?—Dost thou, Bianca? | al. Flatterer! Nay, the word’s grown gross. 
An apt discourser upon things of honor, ' 
Professor of art panegyrical. ; 
’Twere ill, were I a hawk, to see such bravery, (i$: 
And not a thrush to sing of it. Wealth, sit, - 
Wealth is the robe and outward garb of man; : 
The setting to the rarer jewelry, 
The soul’s unseen and inner qualities. . 
And then, my lord, philosophy ! ’tis that, 
The stamp and impress of our divine nature, 
By which we know that we are gods, and are 80. 
But wealth and wisdom in one spacious breast ! 
Who would not hymn so rare and rich a wedding? |¢ - 
Who would not serve within the gorgeous palace {¥ : 
Glorified by such strange and admired inmates? |} - 
Faz. Stn wa Now the poor honest Fazio had |} ; 


a ¢ 
¢ 
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As though they served immortal gods with nectar. | Man should be blind to his own merits—words 


Bian. od if thou still wilt flout me, Pll not 
wee 
| Thou shalt not have the pitiful bad pleasure 
Of wringing me to misery. I'll be cold 
And patient as a statue of my wrongs. 
: Faz. ao just thought, Bianca, these black 
sti 
An ugly and ill-fitting furniture : 
We'll try an they are brittle. [Dashing them in 
pieces.| Til have gilding, 
Nothiag bu but oe nothing but what looks glit- 


+ 

Tm de of Black and dingy darkness. Here, 
[ Uncovering the sack. 

Look here, Bianca, here’s a light! Take care; 
Thine eyesight is too weak for such a blaze. 
It is not daylight; nay, it is not morn— 
And every one is worth a thousand florins. 
Who shall be princess of the feast to-morrow ? 


Such scurvy fellowship ; howbeit, Lord Fazio 

Must lackey his new state with these basejackals. 

[To him.] Fair sir, youll honor me with your 
company. 

[To DANDOLO.] May I make bold, sir, with your | 

| ~ state and title? 

Dan, Oh, my lord, by the falling of your robe, 
Your cloth of gold one whole hair’s-breadth toolow, 
Tis manifest you know not Signor Dandolo. 

Faz. A pitiable lack of knowledge, sir. 

Dan. My lord, thou hast before ‘thee in thy 

presence 
The mirror of the court, the very calendar 
That rules the swift-revolving round of fashion ; 
Doth tell what hues do suit what height o’ the sun; 
When P hse spring pinks should banish from the 


[She bursts into tears. 
Within, within—TIl tell thee - within. [Exeunt L. 


| ACT II. 
ScENE I.—A Hall in the Palace of Fazio. 


Enter FALSETTO, DANDOLO, PHILARIO, and @ 
GENTLEMAN. 


Fal. Serve ye lord Fazio? 
Gent. Aye, sir, he honors me 
With his commands. 
Fal. ’Tis a brave gentleman ! 
Tell him Signor Falsetto, and Philario, . 
The most renowned improvisatore, 
And Signor Dandolo, the court fashionist, 
‘Present their duty to him. _ 
Gent. Aye, good sirs. 
saaer master hath a Midas touch; these 
ellows 
Will try if he hath ears like that great king. 
[Hit i. 


Enter FAzio0, splendidly dressed, L. 
Fal. [R. ol ati noble lord, most wonderful 


Your cher winter browns; when J uly heat 
Doth authorize the gay and flaunting yellows: 
The court thermometer, that doth command 
Your three-piled velvet abdicate its state 
For the airy satins. Oh, my lord, yoware too late, 
At least three days, with your Venetian tissue. 
Faz. I sorrow, sir, to merit your rebuke 
On ah SO weighty. 
Dan. Aye, oben Ym paramount 
In all affairs of boot, and spur, and hose; 
In matters of the robe and cap, supreme ; 
In ruff disputes, my lord, there’s no appeal 
From my irrefragability. 
Faz. Sweet sir, 
I fear me-such despotic rule and sway 
Over the persons of our citizens ' 
Must be of danger to our State of Florence. 
Dan. Good sooth, my lord, I am a very tyrant. 
Why, if a senator should presume to wear 
A cloak of fur in June, I should indict him 
Guilty of leze-majesté.against my kingship. ; 
They call me Dandolo, the King of Fashions— 
The whole empire of dress is my dominion. 
Why, if our Duke should wear an ill-grain’d color 
Against my positive enactment, though 
His state might shield him from the palpable shame 
Of a rebuke, yet, my good lord, dpihion 
Public opinion, would hold Signor Dandolo | | 


philoso 

We sae to H el thee, sir, that thou dost honor 
Our Florence with the sunlight of your fame. 
Thou that hast ravish’d nature of a secret 
That maketh thee her very paragon: 
She can but create gold, and so canst thou: 
But she doth bury it in mire and murk, 
Within the unsunn’d bowels of the earth ; | 
But thou dost set it on the face of the world, 
Making it shame its old and sullen darkness. 

Faz. fe .] Fair sir, this cataract of courtesy 
O’erwhelms my weak and unhabituate ears. 
If I may venture such uncivil ignorance, . 
Your quality ? 

Fal. I, my good lord, am one 
Have such keen eyesight for my neighbors’ virtues, 
And such a doting love for excellence, 
That when I see a wise man, or 4 noble, 
Or wealthy—as I ever hold it pity ~ 


ry 
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Merciful in his silence. 

Fae. A Lycurgus! 

Dan. Good my lord, dignity must be aptield 7 
On the strong pillars of severity. 
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Act II, Scene 2.] 


| Your cap, my lord, a little to the northeast, 


way,. [Adjusting him. 
In an equilateral triangle. Nay 7 
ay, on my credit, my good lord, this hose 
a fair woof. The ladies, sir, the ladies 
(For I foresee you'll be a ruling planet), — 
' Must not be taught any heretical fancies, 
| Fantastical infringements of my codes— } 
Your lordship must give place to Signor Dandolo 
About their persons. 
Faz. Gentile sir, the ladies 
Must be too deeply, irresistibly yours. 
Dan. [R. C.] No, signor, no; I’m not one of 
the gallants, . 
That pine for a fair lip, or eye, or cheek, 
Or that poetical treasure, a true heart. 
But, my lord, a fair-ordered head-dress makes me 
love-sick as a dove at mating-time ; 
tasteful slipper is my soul’s delight. 
, L adore a robe that drops and floats 
it were lighter than the air around it! 
oat upon a stomacher to distraction, 
en the gay jewels, gracefully dispos’d, . 
Make it a zone of stars: and then a fan,- 
The elegant motion of a fan is murder, 
Positive murder, to my poor weak senses. 
Faz. [c., turning to PHILARIO.] But here’s a 
third: the improvisatore, 
Gentle Philario, lurks, methinks, behind. 
Phil. [t. c.] Most noble lord! it were his 
loftiest boast 
To wed your honors to his harp. To hymn 
' The finder of the philosophic stone, | 
_ The sovereign prince of-alchemists ; ’twould make 
The cold verse-mechanist, the nice balancer 
' Of curious-words and fair compacted phrases, 
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Rapturous and ravishing but in praise of thee! 
ut I, my lord, that have the fluent vein, 

he rapid rush— 

Faz. Fie, sir! Oh, fie! ’tis fulsome. . 

ir, there’s a soil fit for that rank weed, Flattery, 
o.trail its poisonous and obscene clusters: - 
poet’s soul should bear a richer fruitage— 

e aconite grew not in Eden. Thou, 

at thou, with lips tipt with the fire of heaven, 
? excursive eye, that in its earth-wide range — 
nks in the grandeur and the loveliness . 

at breathes along this high-wrought world of 
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‘Man— 
at hast within thee apprehensions strong 
f all that’s pure, and passionless, and heavenly — 
That thou, a vapid and a mawkish parasite, 
Shouldst pipe to that witch Fortune’s favorites ! 
Tis coarse—'tis sickly—'tis as though the eagle 
Should cpteae his sail-broad wings to flap a dung- 
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hill; : 

As though a pale and withering pestilence 

Should ride the golden chariot of the sun ; 

As one should use the language of the gods 

To chatter loose and ribald brothelry. 

eo Phil. My lord, I. thank thee for that noble 

. chiding— | 

Ob, my lord, ’tis the curse and brand of poesy, 
That it must trim its fetterless, free plumes | 
To the gross fancies of the humorsome ago ; 
That it must stoop from its bold heights to court 
Liquorish opinion, whose aye-wavering breath 

Is to it as the-precious air of life. | 
Oh! in a capering, chambering, wanton land, 
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And your sword—thus, my lord—pointed out this | Fine loving ditties, sweet to sickliness ; 


EEF DAV PODDOEH HHO HHH OHS 4444964444 44445444544 444444444544 454 5944469 5444444-464-46-646-44 45444444 


FAZIO. 


5 


The lozel’s song alone gains audience : 


The languishing and luscious touch alone, 
Of all the full harp’s ecstasies, can detain 
The palled and pampered ear of Italy. 
But, my lord, we have deeper mysteries 
For the initiate. Hark! it bursts! it flows 


SONG.—PRILARIO. 


Rich and royal Italy ! 
Dominion's lofty bride! 
Earth deem'd no.loss of-pride — 

To be enslaved by thee. 

From broad Euphrates’ bank, a 
When the sun look’d through the gloom, . 
Thy eagle's golden plume 

His orient splendor 

d when at eve he set 
Far in the chamber'd west, 
- That bird of brilliance yet 
Bathed in his gorgeous rest. 


Sad and sunken Italy! 
The plunderer’s common prey ! 
When saw the eye of day 
So very a slave as thee? 
Long, long a bloody stage 
For petty enelngs tame, 
Their miserable game 
Of puny war to wage. . 
gh from re oral pda . 
ome hau espots down, 
. With iron band to sinre 
‘- Thy bruised and broken crown! 


Fair and fervid Italy! 
Lady of each gentler art, 
Yet couldst thou lead the heart 


Rich clouds of music hung. 
ca oets bold and free 

id noble wrong to time, 
In their high-rhyméd majesty 
Ravishing thy clime. 


Loose and languid Italy ! 
Where now the magic power 
That in thy doleful hour 

Made a queen of thee? 

. The pencil cold and dead, 
ose lightest touch was life; 
The old, immortal strife 

Of thy high poets fied ! 

From her inglorious urn 
Will Italy arise ? 

Will golden days return 
"Neath the azure of her skies ? 


This is done, oh! this is done, 
When the broken land is one; 

This shall be, oh! this shall be, 
When the slavish land is frec! 


_ ScENE IIl.—The Public Walks of Florence. 
Enter FAZ1I0, FALSETTO, DANDOLO and PHILA- 


RIO, R. 
meat c.] Yonder, my lord, is the Lady Alda- 
ella, 
The star of admiration to all Florence. 
Dan. [c.] There, my lord, there is a fair droop- 
ing robe— 
Would that I were a breath of wind to float it! 
Faz. tJ Gentlemen, by your leave I would 
salute her. 


. | Yell meet me anon in the Piazza. 


[Haeunt all but FAzio, L. 
Now, lofty woman, we are, equal now, 
And I will front thee in thy pitch of pride. 
Enter ALDABELLA, L. She speaks, after a saluta- 
tion on each side. - & 


’ Ald. [c.] Oh, thou and I, sir, when we met of old, 
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Were not so distant, nor so chill. My lord— 


I had forgot, my lord! You dawning signors 
Are jealous of your state, you great philosophers 
Walk not on earth ; and we, poor groveling beings, 
If we would win your eminent regards, 

Must meet ye ?’ the air. Oh! it sits well, 

This scorn, it looks so grave and reverend. 


Faz. [R. c.] Is scorn, in Lady Aldabella’s creed, he thou and I did love. So ran the tale. 


So monstrous and heretical ? 

Ald. Again, | 
Treason again, a most irreverent laugh, 
A traitorous jest before so learn’d a sage ! 
But I may joy in thy good fortune, Fazio. 

Faz. In sooth 


The haughty La y Aldabella’s joy! 


Ald. Nay, an thou hadst not dash’d so careless off} Ald. Ah, what an easy robe is scorn to wear! 


My bounteous offering, I had said— 
Faz. What, lady? 
Ald. Oh, naught—mere sound—mere 
Thowrt married, Fazio: 
And is thy bride a jewel of the first water ? 
I know thou wilt say aye; ’tis an old tale, 


air! 


Thy fond lip-revel on a lady’s beauties : 


Methinks I’ve heard thee descant upon loveliness, 
Till the full ears were drunken with sweet sounds. 
But never let me see her, Fazio—never ! 
Faz. And why not, lady? She is exquisite— 
Bashfully, humbly exquisite ; yet Florence 
May be as proud of her as of the richest 
That fire her with the lustre of their state. 
And why not, Jady ? 
Ald. Why? I know not why! 
Oh, your philosophy ! ’tis ever curious. 
Poor lady Nature must tell all, and clearly, 
To its inquisitorship. We'll not think on ’t; 
It fell from me unawares; words will start forth 
When the mind wanders. Oh, no, not because 
She ’s merely lovely; but we’ll think no more on ’t. 
Didst hear the act? | 
Faz. Lady, what act? 
Ald. The act | 
Of the great Duke of Florence and his Senate, 
Entitled against turtle doves in poesy. 
Henceforth that useful bird is interdict 
As the mild emblem of true constancy. 
There’s a new word found ; ’tis pure Tuscan, too; 
Fazio’s to fill the blank up if it chime— 
If not, Heaven help the rhymester. 
Faz. [apart.| With what an airy and a spark- 
ling grace 
The language glances from her silken lips! 
Her once-loved voice! how exquisite it sounds— 
E’en like a gentle music heard in childhood ! 
mae te yes, my lord, in these degenerate 
8 : 


Constancy is so rare a virtue, angels 
Come down to gaze on’t. It makes the world 


proud. 
Who would be one o’ the many? Why, our Flor- 


ence | 
Will blaze. with the miracle. ’Tis true, ’tis true; 
The odor of the rose grows faint and sickly, 
And joys are finest by comparison. 
But what is that to the majestic pride 
Of being the sole, true Phoenix ? 
Faz. Gentle lady, _ 
Thou speak’st as if that smooth word, constancy, 
Were harsh and brassy sounding in thy ears. 
Ald. No, no, signor; your good old-fangled 
virtues. : fhe 
Have gloss enough for me, had it been my lot 


FAZIO. 


ood fortune, if tis worth the joy-—| Why choke the blossom that but woo’d thy sun- 


And thou, thou snowy and unsociable virtue, — 
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[Act II, Scene 2. 


To be a miser's treasure; if his eyes 
Ne’et open’d but on me, I ne’er had wept 
At such a pleasant, faithful avarice. i 
Faz. Lady, there was a time when I did dream 
Of playing the miser to another treasure 
One not less precious than thy stately self. 
Ald. Oh, yes, my lord—oh, yes ; the tale did rm 


That thou and I should have been wed—the tale 
Ran so, my lord. Oh, memory, memory, memory! 
It is a bitter pleasure, hut ’tis pleasure. 

Faz. A pleasure, lady! Why: then cast me off 
Like an indifferent weed ?—with icy scorn 


shine ? 


Tis but to wrinkle up the level brow, 

To arch the pliant eye-lash, and freeze up 

The passionless and placid orb within. 

Castelli! oh, Castelli! 
Faz. Who was he, lady ? | . 
Ald. One, my good lord, I loved most fondly, 

fatally. | 

Faz. Then thou didst love? love, Aldabella, 


truly, ad 
Fervently, fondly 7?—But what’s that to me! 
Ald. Oh, yes, my lord, he was a noble gentleman; 
Thou know’st him by his title, Condé d’Orsoa; 
My nearest kinsman, my good uncle—I, 
Knowing our passionate and fanciful nature, 
To his sage counsels fetter’d my wild will. 
Proud was he of me, deem’d me a fit mate 
For highest princes ; and his honest flatteries . 
So pamper’d me, the fatal duteousness 
So grew upon me— Fazio, dost thou think 
My color wither’d since we parted? Gleam 
Mine eyes as they were wont? or doth the outside 
Still wear a lying, smooth indifference, 
While the unseen heart is haggard wan with woef 
Faz. is i possible? And didst thou love me, 
lady 
Though it be joy vain and unprofitable 
As is the sunshine to a dead man’s eyes, 
Pleasureless from his impotence of pleasure— 
Tell me, and truiy. 
ld. My grave sir confessor, 
On with thy hood and cowl. So thou wouldst hear 
Of pining days and discontented nights ; 
Ah me’s and doleful airs to my sad lute. 
Fazio, they suffer most who utter least. 
Heaven, what a babbling traitor is the tongue! 
Would not the air freeze-up. such sinful sound? 
Oh, no, thou heardst it not! Ah, me! and thou, | 
I know, will surfeit the coarse, common ear | 
With the proud Aldabella’s fall. Betray me not— 
Be charier of her shame than Aldabella. a 
___[Fazro falls on his knees to her. 
My lord, my lord! ’tis public here—no more— 
I’m staid for at my palace. by the: Arno. 
Farewell, my Jord, farewell! Betray me not. 
But never let me see her, Fazio—never ! [Ext tL. 
Fae. [solys.] Love me !—to suffering love me! 


. . Why, her love . - ‘. 
Might draw a brazen statue from its pedestal,. 


And make its yellow veins leap up with life. - 


Fair Chastity, thou hast two juggling fiends 
Cabaling for thy jewel: one within, 
And that’s a soft melting devil, Love; - | 
Th’ other without, and that’s afair rich gentleman, 
Giraldi Fazio—they’re knit:in a league. | 


. 
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Acé II, Scene 4.] 


May’st lose no less a votaress from thy nunnery 

Than the most: beautiful proud Aldabella. © 

Had I been honest, ’twere indeed to fall; 

But now ’tis but a step down the declivity. 

Bianca ! but Bianca! bear me up, - 

Bear me up—in the trammels of thy fondness 

Bind thou my slippery soul. ‘Wrong thee, Bianca? 

Nay, nay, that’s deep indeed; fathomless deep 

In the black pit of infamy and sin. 

Iam not so weary yet of the upper air. 

Wrong thee, Bianca? No, not for the earth ; 

Not for earth’s brightest, not for Aldabella ! 
[Exit R. 
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ScENE ITI.—Palace of Fazio. 
Enter FAzI0 and BIANCA, R. 


Faz. [u. C.] Dost thou love me, Bianca ? 
Bian. [R. C.] There’s a question 
For a philosopher ! Why, I’ve answer’d it 
For two long years; and, oh, for many more 
It will not stick upon my lips.to answer thee. 
Faz. Thow'rt in the fashion, then. The court, 
Bianca, 
The ladies of the court, find me a fair gentleman ; 
Aye, and a dangerous wit, too, that smites smartly. 
Bian. And thou believest it all? 
Faz. Why, if the gallants, . 
The lordly: and frank spirits of the time, 
Troop around thee with gay rhymes on thy 
—beauties,. . 
Tinkling their smooth and amorous flatteries, 
Shalt thou be then a solemn infidel ? 


needs 


| | Only one flatterer. 


The anger of a sleek, smooth brow like mine ° 
Strike the hot libertine to dust before me. 


Faz. Aye, but they'll press on thee, 
And force their music into thy deaf ears. 


Bian. Oh, no! I-fear me a discourteous laugh 
Might be their guerdon for their lavisb lying. 
Faz. But if one trip upon your lip, or wind 
Your fingers in his sportive hand, think ye 
Ye could endure it ? 
Bian. Fano, thou wrong’st me 
With such dishonest questionings. My lord, 
There’s such an awe in virtue, it can make 


He'd dare to dally with a fire in his hand, 
eKiss rugged briars with his unholy lips, 

Ere with his rash assault attaint my honor. 
Faz. But if ye see me by a noble lady, 
Whispering as though she were my shrine, whereon 

Ilay my odorous incense, and her beauty 

Grow riper, richer at my cherishing praise ; 

If she lean on me with a fond round arm, 

If her eye drink the light from out mine eyes, 
And if her lips drop sounds for my ear only— 
Thoult arch thy moody brow, look at me gravely, 
With a pale anger on thy silent cheek. 

"Tis out of:-keeping, ’tis not the court fashion— 
We must foyego this clinging and this clasping, 


| Be cold, and strange, and courteous to each other, 


And say, “How doth my lord?” ‘ How slept 
my lady. ?” 
As though we dwelt at opposite ends o’ the city. 
Bian. What: hath distemper’d thee? This is 


unnatural— 
Thou couldst not talk thus in thy steadfast senses. 
Fazio, thou hast seen Aldabella ! 


| A death beyond the grave—a death of sin— 


Bian. I shall not heed them; my poor beauty 


1 For the blank void ; and their mad revel there 
Think ye, ye should be coy, and calm, and cold ? 


| But I'll speak to thee with my positive lips. 


} Dash’d from his lips bis last delicious morsel. 


‘| And when we meet again, if they be tainted, 


Faz. Well, 
She is no basilisk—there’s no death in her eyes. 
ae Aye Fazio, but there is; and more than 
eath— 


A howling, hideous and eternal death— 
Death the flesh shrinks from. No, thou must not 
see her ! . 
Nay, I’m imperative—thou’rt mine, and shalt not. 
Faz. chat not! Dost think me a thick-blooded 
slave, 
To say “‘ Amen” unto thy positive “shalt not”? 
The hand upon a dial, only to point : 
Just as your humorous ladyship choose to shine ? 
Bian. Fazio, thou sett’st a fever in my brain ; 
My very lips burn, Fazio, at the thought : 
I had rather thou wert in thy winding-sheet, 
Than that bad woman’s arms; I had rather 
grave-worms : 
Were on thy lips,-than that bad woman’s kisses. 
Faz. Howbeit, there is no blistering in their taste: 
There is no suffocation in those arms. 
Bian. Take heed ! we are passionate ; our milk 
of love 
Doth turn to wormwood, and that’s bitter drinking. 
Tho fondest are most frenetic: where the fire 
Burneth intensest, there the inmate pale 
Doth dread the broad and beaconing conflagration. 
If that ye cast us to the winds, the winds 
Will give us their unruly, restless nature ; 
We whirl and whirl; and where we settle, Fazio, 
But he that ruleth the mad winds ean know. 
If ye do drive the love out of my soul, 
That is its motion,. being, and its life, 
There'll be a conflict strange and horrible, 
Among all fearful and ill-visioned fiends, 


Will make me—oh, I know not what—hate thee! 

Oh, no! I could not hate thee, Fazio: 

Nay, nay, my Fazio, ’tis not come to that; 

Mine arms, mine arms, shall say the next “ shall 
t e 


Pll never startlo more thy peevish ears, 


[Kissing and clinging to him. 
Faz. Ob, what a wild and wayward child am I! 
Like the hungry fool, that in his moody fit 


I'll see her once, Bianca, and but once ; 

And then a rich and breathing tale I'll tell her 
Of our full happiness. If she be ahgel, | 

"T will be a gleam of Paradise to her, 

And she'll smile at it one of those soft smiles 
That make the air seem sunuy, blithe and balmy. 
If she be devil— Nay, but that’s too ugly ; 

The fancy doth rebel at it, and shrink : 

As from a serpent in a knot of flowers. 

Devil and Aldabella! Fie! They sound 

Like nightingales and screech-owls heard together. 
What! must I still have tears to kiss away ? 

I will return. Good-night! It is but once. 

See, thou’st the taste o’ my lips now at our parting; 


Thou shalt—oh, no! thou shalt not, canst not, 
hate me! [Ezeunt. 


Scene IV.—Palace of ALDABELLA. 
Enter ALDABELLA, L. 


And I must hood him with a skillful hand: 


Ald. My dainty bird doth hover round the lure, 
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3{ Whose faculty of rapture is grown sere, 


| | Ravelled and twined, it sickens every sense: 


- 3| Musical asthe rich harp heard by moonlight ; 


Rich and renown’d, he must be in my train, 
Or Florence will turn rebel to my beauty. 


Lnter CLARA and Fazio behind, R. U: E. 


Oh, Clara, have you been to the Ursulines? . 

What says my cousin, the kind Lady Abbess? 

— Cla. [R.] She says, my lady, that to-morrow 
morn 

Novitiates are admitted ; but she wonders, 

My Lady Abbess wonders, and I too 

Wonder, iny lady, what can make ye fancy 

Those damp and dingy cloisters. Ob, my lady! 

They’ll nake you cut off all this fine dark hair— 

Why, all the signors in the court would quarrel, | 

And cut each other's throats for a loose hair of it. 


out 

‘The remnant of my dark and despised life ? 
Clara, thou weariest me. 

Cla. Oh, but, my lady, - 
| Lsaw their dress ; it wasso coarse and hardoerain’d, 
Tm sure ’twould fret your ladyship’s soft skin 
Like thorns and brambles; and, besides, ‘the 
| make on’t !— 


' Ald. Then my tears will not stain it. Oh, ’tis 
~ Tich enough 

For lean and haggard sorrow ! [Appearing to per- 
ceive Fazio. Exit CLaRA, L.] Oh, my lord! 

Youre timely come to take a long farewell. 

Our convent gates are rude, and black and close: 

‘Our: Ursuline veils of such a jealous woof, 

There must be piercing in those curious eyes 

en i if the skin beneath be swarth or 


Fas: (a a A convent for the brilliant Alda- 
bella! 
The mirror of all rival loveliness, 
The harp to which all gay thoughts lightly dance, 
Mew’d.in the drowsy silence of a cloister 
- Ald. [L. c:] Oh, what _ Tegards it, if a “blind 
man lie 

On a green lawn or on a steamy moor! . 
What heeds it to the dead and wither’d heart, _ 


Hath lost distinction between foul and fair, - - 
‘Whether it house in gorgeous palaces, 

Or mid wan graves and dismal signs of care! 
Oh, there’s a grief so with the threads of being 


Then is the swinging and monotonous bell 


Then are the limbs insensible if they rest 
On the coarse pallet or the pulpy down. 
Faz. nee mean ye, lady? thou . bewilder’st 


What et so wanton and luxurious 

Would choose the Lady Aildabella’s bosom 

To pillow on? 

' Ald. Oh, my lord, untold love— 

Nay, Fazio, gaze not on me so! my tongue 

Can scarcely move for the fire within my cheeks— 

It cankereth,.it consumeth, untold love. 

But if it burst its secret prison-house, 

And venture on the broad and public : air, a 

It leagueth with a busy fiend call’d Shame; 

And they both dog their game, till Misery 

Fastens upon it with a viper’s fang, _ 

And rings its being with its venomous coil. 
Faz. Misery and thee! ob, ’tis unnatural! | 
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Ald. Ah, me! what heeds it where I linger} 


A vine-dresser’s wife at market looks more dainty. 


' °|On the pavilion of the setting sun. 
| Wil't please you taste it? 


Oh, yoke thee to that thing of darkness, Mis Misery! Wine, wine! _ 


e 


[Act II, Scene 4, 


That Ethiop, that grim Moor! ! it were to sorigile 
The dove and kite within one loving leash. 
It must not be; nay, ye must be divorced. 

Ald. Ah, no, my lord! we «are too deeply | 

pledg’d. 


+ Dost thou remember our old poet’s legend 


ie 
; 
: 
Sd 
. 
: 
3 
le 
} 
; 
Over hell gates—‘‘Hope comes not here”? |} 
Where ho e ; 
Comes not, is hell ; and. what have I to hope ? } 
Faz. What hast to hope? Thou’rt strangely |3 
beautiful. is 
Ald. Wouldst thou leave flattery thy last 
ravishing sound 
Upon mine ears? ..’Tis kind—'tis fatally kind. 
Faz. Oh, no! ‘We must not part, we must nol 


pa ar't. 
{ came to tell thee something : what, I know 
not. 


1I only know one word that should have been; ; 


And that— Oh! if thy skin were seam’d with 


shrill. 

But to that breathing form, those ripe round lips, 
Like a full parted cherry—those dark eyes, 
Rich in such dewy languors— I'll not say it— ss; 
Nay, nay, ’tis on me now! Poison’s at work! 
Now listen to me, lady—we must love !- 

Ald., Love! Aye, my lord, as far as honesty. | 

Faz. Honesty! ’Tisa a tale and musty phrase— 


| At least at court; and why should we ‘be traitors 


To the strong tyrant, Custom ? 
Ald, My lord Fazio— 

Oh, said I my lord Faziot—thou'lt betray: me; 

The. a whee sue that I mean. - My 
lord, . 

I am nor.splenetic nor envious ; 

But ’tis a name I dare not trust my lips with | 

Fag. Bianca, oh, Bianca is her name; | | 

The mild Bianca—the soft, fond Bianca. | 

|Oh, to that name, e’en in the ebureh, of God, 


|I pledged a solemn faith. 


Ald. Within that church, 
Barren and solitary, my sad name . 


|Shall sound, when the pale nun profess'd doth 


wed 


| That her cold bridegroom Solitude ; and yet— 


Her right. Ere she had seen you we had lov’d. | 
Fas. [ frantically, c.] Why should we dash the 
goblet from our lips, 
Because the dregs may-have a smack of bitter? 
Why should that pale and clinging consequence 
Thrust itself ever ’twixt us and our joys?. 
Ald. (R.C.] My lord, ’tis well our convent — 
are high, 
And our gates massy ; else ye raging tigers 
Might rush upon us simple maids unveil’d 
Faz. A veil! a veil! Why, Florence will be 
rk 


da 
At noon-day , or ‘thy beauty will fire up, 
By.the contagion of its own bright lustre, 
The dull, dead flax .to so intense a brilliance, 
Twill 100k like one of those.rich purple clouds 


wrinkles 
| If on thy cheek sat sallow hollowness, . 
If thy warm, voice spake shrieking, harsh at 
=| 
t 


Ald. My lord, I’ve a poor banquet here within ; 


Faz. Aye, wine, wine! aye, ° wine! 
Pll drown thee, thou officious. preacher,. here! 
cect uw doce. 
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A CT III. 
‘SCENE I. —Palace of Fazio. 


Enter "BIANCA, L 


Bian. {c.] Not all the night, not all the long, 
long night, — 

Not come to me! not send to me ! not think on me! 

Like an unrighteous and unburied ghost, 

I wander up and down these long arcades. 

Oh, in our old poor, narrow home, if haply 

He ‘lingered late abroad, domestic things, 

Close and familiar, cr owded all around me— 

The ticking of the clock, the flapping motion - 

Of the green lattice, the gray curtain’s folds, 

The hangings of the bed myself had wrought— 

Yea, e’en his: black and iron crucibles— 

Were to me as my friends! But here, oh, here, 

Where all is coldly, comfortlessly costly, 

All strange, all new in-uncouth gorgeousness, 

Lofty and long, a wider space for misery— 

Fen my own footsteps on these marble floors 

Are unaccustom’d, unfamiliar sounds. 

Oh, I am here so wearily miserable, 

That I should welcome Iny apostate Fazio, 

Though he were fresh from Aldabella’s arms. 

Her arms! her viper coil! I had forsworn 

That thought, lest he should come again and find 

me ma 

And so go back again, and I not know it.. 

Oh, that I were a child to play with toys, 

Fix my whole soul upon:a cup and ball—. 

Oh, any pitful, poor subterfuge, 

‘A moment to distract my busy spirit — 
From its dark dalliance with that cursed image! . 
Thave tried all—all vainly. Now, but now, 

I went in to my children. The first sounds | 
They murmur’d in their evil-dreaming sleep 
Was a faint mimicry of the name of father. 

| I could not kiss them, my lips were‘so hot. 

The very household slaves areleagued against me, 
And do beset me with their wicked floutings. 
“Comes my lord home to-night?” and when I 


Bay, 
“T map not,” their coarse pity makes my heart- 


rings 
Throb with the agony. 


Eyter PIERO, R 


Well, whatofmy lord? — 

Nay, tell it with thy lips, not with thy visage. 

Thou raven, croak it out, if it be evil. 

If it be good, Vl fall and: worship theo ; 

Tis the office aid the ministry of gods 

To speak good tidings to distracted spirits. 
Piero. Last night my lord did feast— 
Bian. Speak it at once. | 

Where—where ? — Il wring it from thy lips! 

Where—where ? 
Piero. Lady, at the Marchesa Aldabella’s. 
Bian. Thou liest, false slave ! ‘twas at the Du- 
cal Palace ; 
Twas at the arsenal with the officers ; on 
| "Twas nels the old Tich ‘senator—him—him— 
n— 
7 The man with a brief name ; ’twas gaming, dicing, 

Riotousty drinking. Oh, it-was not there; ; 

Twas ‘anywhere but there ! Or, if.it was, 

| Why like a sly and creeping adder sting me 


ere 2° a8 .t,e 
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But he’s not there; ’twas some of the gallants; 


-| With dress and stature like my Fazio. 


Thou wert mistaken ; no, no—twas not Fazio! l 


Piero. It Sree me much; but, lady, ’tis my 


. fear 
Thouw'lt find it but too true. 

Bian. Hence! hence! Avaunt,: 
With thy cold, courteous face! 
wretched. 


Doth it coneent thee? Gaze—gaze—gazé |! Per- ; 


chan 
Ye would behold the bare and eget heart, 
With all its throbs, its agonies. Oh, Fazio! 
Oh, Fazio! Is-her smile more sweet than mine, 
Or her soul tonder ? Fazio, my lord Fazio! — 
Before the face of man, mine own, mine only ; 
Before the face of Heaven, Bianca’s- Fazio, | 
Not Aldabella’s. Ah, that'I should live 
To question it ! Now henceforth all our joys, 
Our delicate endearments, all are poison’d. . 
Aye! if he speak my name with his fond voice, 
It will be with the same tone that to-her 
He murmured hers; it. will be, or ’twill seem ‘so. 
If he embrace me, ’twill be with those arms 
In which he folded her ; and if he kiss me, 
He'll pause, and think which of the two are 
sweeter. 
Piero. Nay, good my lady, give not entertain, 
men 

To such sick fancies ; think on lighter matters. 


{I aaa strange news abroad ; ; the Duke’s in 


uncil, 
Debating o on the death of old Bartolo, : 
The gray, lean usurer. He’s been long abroad, , 
And died, they think. 
Bian. Well sir, and what of that ? 


| And have I not the privilege of sorrow, 


Without a menial’s staring eye upon me? - 

Who sent thee thus to charter my free thoughts, 

And tell them where to shrink and where to pause? 

rk ore away! [Hxit.] Hal what saidst 
t 


hg att 


Bartolo’s death ! and the Duke i in his council ! 


ri Bers him from her, though she wind around 


Like the vine round the elm. I'll plusk him off, 
Though the life crack at-parting: No—no parse ; ; 
For if there be, I shall be tame-dnd. timorous. 
That pr ‘Mercy will-come’ prance 2 to 


| And I shall sit and meekly, miserably: . | 
Weep oe my wrongs. Hat thet her" soul were 5 3 
on ‘ 


And fervent as mine own! I OUND give worlds 
To see her as he’s rent and torn'from her. '— 
Oh, but she’s cold; she cannot, will not feel. 

It. is but half revenge; her whole of sorrow 

Will be a drop to my consummate agony. 

Away, away ! oh, had I wings to waft me! t eo R. 


ScENE I.—Council Chamber. : 


~  - The DUKE and his council discovered. i. 


Duke. [c.] ’Tis passing strange, a man of such 
lean habits, 
Wealth flowing to him ina steady current, 
Winds wafting it unto him from all quarters, 


| With thy black. tidings? etd pad ; good my) Through all his seventy toilsome years of life, 


friend ; 


~-~ 


And yet his treasury so spare and meagre. 


e. 


<a 


| Here’s money for those harsh, intemperaté words. ; 


Thou’ esas Pm : 


Signor Gonsalvo, were the voice that told us 
Less tried and trusty than thine own, our faith 
Would be a rebel to such marvelous fact. 

' Gon. [R. C.] Well may your Highness misdoubt 

‘me, myself - 
Almost misdoubting mime own positive senses. 
No sign was there of outward violence, _ 
All in a state of orderly misery, 
No trace of secret inroad; yet, my liege, 
The mountains of his wealth were puny molehills, 
_A few stray ducats; piles indeed of parchments, 
Mortgages, deeds and lawsuits heaped to the roof, 
Enough to serve the armies of all Tuscany 
At least for half a century with new drumheads. 
Aurio. [L. c.] Haply, my lege, he may have 
gone abroad, 
And borne his riches with him. ' 
Duke. Signor Aurio, 

That surmise flavors not of your bie wisdoin. 
His argosies encumber all our po 
His unsold bales rot on the avaed wharfs ; ; 
The interest of a hundred usuries 
Lieth unclaim’d. Besides, he hath not left 
3| Our city for this twenty years: a flight 

| So unprepared and wanton suits not well 
Your slow and heavy-laden usurer. 


Enter ANTONIO, RB 


Anto.. My liege, a lady in the anfechniiber 
Boasts knowledge that concerns your this day's 
. council. | 

Duke. Admit her. 


Enter BIANCA, RB. 


How! what know’st thou of the death 
Of old Bartolo—be he dead, in sooth !|— 
Or of his riches? . 
Bian. The east side o’ the fountain, 
In the small garden of a lowly house 
By the Franciscan convent, the green herbs 
Grow boon and freely, the manure is rich | 
Around their rvots: dig there, and you'll be wiser. 
Duke. Who tenanted this house f 
Bian. Giraldi. Fazio. | 
Duke. What of his wealth ? 
Bian. There’s one in Florence knows 
More secrets than beseems an honest man. 
. Duke. And who is he? 
- Bian, Giraldi‘¥Fazio. 
Gon. My lege, } Tknow him: tis the new sprung. 


signor 
This great philosopher. T ever doubted 
His vaunted manufactory of gold, - 
Work’d by some strange machinery. 
Duke. Theodore, . 
Search thou the garden that this woman speaks of. 
Captain Antonio, be’t thy charge to attach 
With speed the person of this Fazio. 
Bian. [rushing forward to ANTONIO.]. You'll 
find him at the Marchesa Aldabella’s: 
Bring him away—no mercy—no delay— ~ 
Nay, not an instant—not time for a kiss, 
A parting kiss. [Aside.] Now, come what will, 
Their curst entwining arms are riven asunder. 
Duke. And thou—thou peremptory summoner, 
Most thirsty after justice—speak! Thy name! 
Bian. Bianca. 
Duke. Thy estate—wedded ar single ? 
Bian. My lord— 
Duke. Give instant answer to the court. 
Bian. Oh, wedded, but most miserably single. . 


Cr 


.FAZIO. 


[Act TIT, Scene 2. 


Duke. Woman, thou palterest with our dignity. 
Thy sr name and quality ¢ Why shakest 
t 


‘And draw’st the veil along thy moody brow, 
As thou, too, wert a murderess.? - Speak, and 
quickly. 

Bian. [faltering.] Giraldi Fazio. 

| Duke. ’Tis thy: husband, then.: 
Woman, take heed, if, petulant and rash, 
Thou wouldst abuse the righteous sword ‘of law, 
That brightest in the armory. of man, | 
To a peevish instrument of thy light passions, 
Or furtherance of some close and secret guilt : 
Take heed—'tis in the heaven-stamp’d roll of sins, | 
To bear false witness. Oh, but ’gainst thy hus- 


band, 
Thy bosom’s lord, flesh of thy flesh! To set 
The blood-hounds of the law upon his track! 
If thou speak’st true, stern Justice will but blush 
To be so cheer’d upon her guilty prey. 
If it be false, thou givest to flagrant sin — 
A heinous.immortality. This deed 
Will chronicle thee, woman, to all ages, 
In human guilt a portent and an era: 
’Tis of those crimes whose eminent fame hell joys at, 
And the celestial angels, that look on it, : 
Wish their keen, airy vision dim and narrow. 


Enter THEODORE, R 


Theo..My liege, e’en where she said ‘an un- |: 

stripp’d corpse , 

Lay carelessly inearth’d ; old weeds hung on it, 
Like those old Bartolo was wont to wear; ; 
And under the left rib asmall stiletto, _ 
Rusted within the pale and creeping flesh. 


Enter ANTONIO, with Fazio, B 


Ant. My liege, the prisoner. 

Duke. [c.] Thouwrt Giraldi Fazio? 
Giraldi Fazio, thou stand’st here arraign’d, 
That, with presumption impious and accurst, 
Thou hast usurped God’s hich prerogative, 
Making thy, fellow mortal's life and. death. 
Wait on thy moody and diseaséd passions ; 
That with a violent and untimely steel : 
Hast set abroach the blood that should have ebb’d 
In calm and natural current: to sum all. . 
In one wild name—a name the pale air freezes at, 
And every cheek of man sinks in with borror— . 
Thou art a cold and midnight murderer! 

Faz. Bs c.] My liege, I do beseech thee. argue 


From the thick clogging. of my clammy breath. 

Aught but a natural and instinctive dread - 

Of such a bloody and ill-sounding title. . 

My liege, I do beseech thee, whate’er reptile 

Hath cast this filthy slime of slander on me, 

Set him before me face to face: the fire 

Of my just anger shall burn up his heart, 

Make his lip drop, and powerless shuddering 

Creep o’er his noisome and corrupted limbs 

Till the gross lie choke in his wretched throat. 
Duke. Thou’rt bold. But know ye aught of old ! 

Bartolo? 
gear for innocence, thou'rt pale and tren- 
~ ulous— © 

That name is to thee as a thunder-clap. 

But thoushalthave thy wish. Woman, stand forth: | 

Nay, cast away thy veil. Look on her, Fazio. 

Fag. Bianca! No, it is a horrid vision! 

act if I 'T struggle, I shall wake, and ‘find it 


Act IT, Scene 2.) 


A miecreated mockery of the brain. 
If thou’rt a fiend, what bellish right hast thou 
To shroud thy leprous and fire-seamed visage 
In lovely lineaments like my Bianca’s ? 
If thou'rt indeed Bianca, thou wilt wear 
A ring I gave thee at our wedding time. 
In God’s name do I bid thee hold it up; 
And, if thou dost, Pll be a murderer, 
A slaughterer of whole hecatombs of men, 
So ye will rid me of the hideous sight. 
Duke. Giraldi Fazio, hear the court’s award: 
First, on thy evil-gotton wealth the State 
| Setteth her solemn seal of confiscation ; 
And for thyself— — 
Bian. [rushing JSorward to c.] Oh, we'll be poor 
again ! 
| Oh, I forgive thee! We'll be poor and happy! 
| So o happy the dull day shall be too short for us. 
She loved thee, that proud woman, for thy riches; 
| But thou canst tell why I love Fazio.: 
| _ Duke. And for thyself—'tis in the code of heaven, 
| Blood will have blood—the slayer for the slain— 
Death is thy doom—the public, daylight death : 
Thy body do.we give unto the wheel: 
| The Lord have mercy on thy sinful soul ! 
Bian. Death! Death! 
|: mean not that! 
| What’s all this waste and idle talk of murder ? « 
He slay a man, with tender hands like his— 
| With delicate, mild soul? Why, his own blood 
| Had startled him! Pye seen him pale and shud- 
| 
| 


I meant not that! Ye 


e 
I! 


A a 


dering . 
At.the sad writhings of a trampled WOTrlD ; 
Pve seen him brush off with a dainty hand 
| A bee that stung him. Oh, why wear ye thus. 
3| The garb and outward sanctity of law— 


- brows— 
{| If that ye have no subtler apprehension 
+; Of some inherent harmony in the nature 
| Of bloody criminal and bloody crime? 
‘ | 'Twere wise t’ arraign the soft and silly lamb 
+! Of slaughtering his butcher. Ye might make it 

As proper a murderer as my Fazio. 

Duke. Woman, th’ irrevocable breath of J ustice 
Wavers not. He must die. | 

Bian. Die! Fazio die! 

Ye gray and solemn murderers by charter ! 
Ye ermined manslayers ! when the tale is rife 
With blood and guilt, and deep and aaa oh, 
Ye suck it in with cold insatiate thirst. 
But to the P ea of mercy ye are stones, 
As deaf and hollow as the unbowel’d winds! 
Oh, ye smooth Christians in your tones and looks, 
But in your hearts as savage as the tawny. - 
And misbelieving African‘ ye profane, 
Who say, “‘God bless him! God deliver him *” 
While ye are beckoning for the bloody axe, ; 
To smite the unoffending head! His head! 
My Fazio’s head! the head this bosom cherished 
With its first virgin fondness ! 

“Duke. Fazio, hear: | 
To-morrow’s morning sun shall dawn upon thee; 
But when he setteth in his western couch, 

He finds thy place in this world void and vacant. 

Bian. To-morrow morning! Not to morrow 
} morning. 

The damning devils give a forced, faint pause, 


If the bad soul but feebly catch at heaven. 
But ye, but ye, unshriven, unreconciled, 
With all its ponderous mass of sins, hurl down 


The phd and shivering spirit! Oh, not to-mor- 
Duke. ‘Woman, thou dost outstep all modesty ; 
But oT strong circumstance, that leagues with 
thee, 
We should ‘contemn thee for a wild mad woman, 
Raving her wayward and unsettled fancies. 
Bian. a mad! Aye, that it is! aye, that 
it is 
Is ’t to be mad, to speak, to move, to gaze, 
But not to know how, or why, or whence, or where? 
To see that there are faces all around me, 
Floating within a dim, discolor’d haze, 
Yet have distinction, vision but for one? | 
To speak with rapid and continuous flow, 


Yet know not how the unthought words start | 


from me ? 
Oh, Iam mad—wildly, intensely mad. 
Twas but last a ht the moon was at the full ; 
And ye, and ye, the sovereign and the sage, 
The wisdom and the reverence of all Florence, 
F’en from a maniac’s dim, disjointed tale 
Do calmly judge away the innocent life, 
The holy human life, the life God gave him ! 
ee Ic .] Giraldi Fazio, has thou aught to 
plea . 
Against the law, that with imperious hand 
Grasps at thy forfeit life ? 
Faz. [R. c.] My liege, this soul 
Rebels not, nay, repines not at thy sentence.- 
Yet, oh! by all on.earth, by all hereafter, _.. 
All that hath cognizance oer unseen deeds,.” 
Blood is a color stranger to these hands. 
But there are crimes within me, deep and-black, . 
That with their clamorous and tumultuous voices 
Shout at me, ‘“‘ Thou shouldst die, thy sins are 
deadly ; " 


Nor dare my oppressed heart return, “Tis false !” 


Bian. [L. c.] But J, I say, ’tis false ; he is not 
gullty— 

Not guilty. unto death—I say he is not. 

God gave ye hearing, but ye will not hear; . 

God gave ye feeling, but ye will not feel ; 

God gave ye judgment, but ye falsely. judge. 
Duke. Captain Antonio, guard thy prisoner. 

If it be true blood is not on thy soul, 


Yet thou objectest not to the charge of robbery ? 


FAZIO bows. | 
Thou dost not. Robbery, by the laws of Florence, 
Is sternly coded as a deadly crime. | 
Therefore, I say again, Giraldi Fazio, 
The Lord have mercy on thy sinful soul! . 
[ They Solow the DUKE. 
Bian. [seizing and detaining AURIO.] My lord! 
my lord! We have two babes at home— 
They cannot speak yet; but your name, my lord, 
And they shall lisp it ere they lisp mine own— 
Ere that poor culprit’s yonder, their own father’s— 
Befriend us, oh, befriend us! ’Tis a title 
Heaven joys at, and the hard and savage earth 
Doth break its sullen nature to delight in— - 
The destitute’s sole friend. And thou pass too! 
Why, what a common liar was thy face 
That said the milk of mercy flowed wit thin thee ! 
Yow’re all alike. Off! off! You're all alike. 
[Ezeunt all but Fazio, the OFFICER and BIANCA, 
R. BIANCA creeps to FaZIo. 
Thou wilt not spurn me, wilt not trample on: me, 
Wilt pe ar touch thee—I, whose lips have slain 
Oh, look not on me thus with that fond look ; 
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Pamper me not, for long and living grief 

To prey upon. Oh, curse me, Fazio— 

Kill me with cursing. Iam thin and feeble; 

A word will crush me—anything but kindness. 
Faz. Mine own Bianca! I shall need too much 

mercy 

Or ere to-morrow, to be merciless. 

It was not well, Bianca, in my guilt 

To cut me off—thus early, thus unripe. 

It will be bitter, when the axe falls on me, 

To think whose voice did summon it to its office. 

No more—no more of that; we all must die. 

Bianca, thou wilt love me when ’m dead— 

I wrong’d thee, but thou’lt love me when I’m dead. 

Bian. What, kiss me, kiss me, Fazio! ’tis too 

much. 
And these warm lips must be cold clay to-morrow. 

Anto. Signor, we must part hence. 

Bian. What! tear me from hin, 

When he has but a few short hours to give me ? 

Rob me of them! He hath lain delicately. 

Thou wilt not envy me the wretched office 

Of strewing the last pillow he shall lie on? 

Thou wilt not—nay, there’s moisture in thine 
eyes— 

Thou wilt not. 

Anto. Lady, far as is the warrant 
Of my stern orders— 

Bian. Excellent youth! Heaven thank thee ! 
There’s not another heart like thine in Florence. 
We shall not part, we shall not part, my Fazio! 
Oh, never, never, never—till to-morrow. 

Faz. [as he leads her out.) 

It was not with this cold and shaking hand 
I led thee virgin to the bridal altar. [Hzeunt R. 


ACT IV. 
SCENE I.—A Prison. 


FAZIO and BIANCA discovered. 


Faz. [u. c.] Let’s talk of joy, Bianca. 
deceive 


+ 

+ 

+ 

p¢ 

4 We'll 

; 

This present and this future, whose grim faces 
Stare at us with such deep and hideous blackness. 
We'll fly to the past. Dost thou remember, love, 
Those gentle moonlights, when my fond guitar 
Was regular as convent vesper hymn, 
Beneath thy lattice—sometimes the light dawn 
Came stealing on our voiceless intercourse, 

Soft in its gray and filmy atmosphere ? 
Bian. [c.] Oh, yes! oh, yes! There’ll be a dawn 

to-morrow 

Will steal upon us. Then, oh, then— 
Faz. Oh, think not on’t! 

And thou remember’st, too, that beauteous even- 

ing 

Upon the Arno; how we sail’d along, 
And laugh’d to see the stately towers of Florence 
Waver and dance in the blue depth beneath us— 
How carelessly thy unretiring hand 
Abandon’d its soft whiteness to my pressure? 

Bian. Oh, yes ! To-morrow evening, if thou close 
Thy clasping hand, mine will not meet i then— 
Thowlt only grasp ‘the chill and senseless earth. 
Faz. Thou busy, sad remembrancer of evil ! 

How exquisitely happy have we two 
Sate in the dusky and discolored light 

| That flicker’d through our shaking lattice bars ! 

| Our children at our fect, or on our laps, 
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[Act IV, Scene 2, 


Warm in their breathing slumbers, or at play. 
With rosy laughter on their cheeks! Oh, God! 
Bianca, such a flash of thought cross’d o'er me, 
I dare not speak it. 
Bian. Quick, my Fazio! 
Quick, let me have’t—to-morrow thowlt not 
speak it. 
Faz. Oh, what a life must theirs be, those poor 
innocents! 
When they have grownup to a sense of sorrow— 
Oh, what a feast will there be for rude misery ! 
Honest men’s boysand girls, whene’er they mingle, | 
Will spurn them with the black and branded title, © 
‘The murderer’s children” ; Infamy will pin 
That pestilent label on their backs; ; the plague-spot 
Will bloat and blister on them fill their cea 
beds ; 
And if they bee—for beggars they must be— 
They’ll drive them from their doors with cruel jeers + 
Upon my riches, villainously sytle them : 
‘The children of Lord Fazio, the philosopher.” 
Bian. To-morrow will the cry begin—to-mor- 
row. 
It must not be, and I sit idle here ! 
Fazio, there must be in this wide, wide city 
Piercing and penetrating eyes for truth, 
Souls not too proud, too cold, too stern for mercy. 
Tl hunt them out, and swear them to our service, | 
Vlf raise up something—oh, I know not what— jf 
Shall boldly startle the rank air of Florence  |% — 
With proclamation of thy innocence. elt 
Yl raise the dead! ll conjure up the ghost + 
Of that old rotten thing, Bartolo; make it 00 
Cry. out i’ the market place, ‘‘ Thou didst not slay |} 
him !” + 
Farewell, farewell! If in the walls of Florence 
Be anything like hope or comfort, Fazio, 
I'll clasp it with such strong and steadfast arms, 
lll drag it to thy dungeon, and make laugh 
This silence with strange, uncouth sounds of joy. 


ScENE II.—A Street. 
Enter FALSETTO, DANDOLO, PHILARIO, R. 


Fal. Good Signor Dandolo, here’s a prodigal | 
waste 
Of my fair speeches to the sage philosopher. 
I counted on at least a two months’ diet, 
Besides stray boons of horses, rings and jewels. 
Dan. [R. C.] Ob, my Falsetto, a coat of my ~ 
fashion Vz 
Come to the wheel! It wrings mhy very heart, m 3 
To fancy how the seams will crack, orhaply — 3 
The hangman will be seen in’t ! That I should live 
To be purveyor of the modes to a hangman ! 


Enter BIANCA, L. 


Bian. They pass me by on the other side of the i 
street ; 
They spurn me from their doors ; they load the air 
With curses that are flung on me ; the pale i 
The ducal palace, that should aye be open * 
To voice of the distress’d, as is God’s heaven, nid | 
Is ring’d around with erim and arméd Savages, 
That with their angry weapons smite me back, 
As though I came with fire’ my hand, to burn © 
The royal walls; the children in the streets 
Break off their noisy games tohootatme; |; 
And the dogs from the porches howl me on. — s ot 
But here’s a succor. [Zo FALsETTO.] Oh, ee od 
sir, thy friend, 
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‘Act IV, Scene 3.} . FAZIO. 13 


) 
| 
The man thou feastedst with but yesterday, ScENE III.— Palace of ALDABELLA. 
| He to whose motion thou wast a true shadow, | ) 
Enter ALDABELLA, R. 


Whose hand rain’d gifts upon thee—he, I mean, ; 
Ald. [R. c.] Fazio in prison! Fazio doom’d to |: 
*. die! 


Fazio, the bounteous, free and liberal Fazio— 
He’s wrongfully accused, wrongfully doom'd: 
I swear to thee ’tis wrongfully. Oh, sir, | 
An eloquent, honey-dropping tongue like thine, 
How would it garnish up his innocence, 
Till Jastice would grow amorous, and embrace it! 
Fal. Sweet lady, thou o’ervaluest my poor 
| powers : 
4 %| Anything in reason to win so much loveliness 
; {| Tosmile on me. But this were wild and futile. 
Bian. In reason? ’Tis to save a human life— 
Is not that in the spacious realm of reason ? 
Kind sir, there’s not a prayer will mount hereafter 
Heavenward from us or our poor children’s lips, 
But in it thy dear name will rise embalm’d : 
And prayers have power to cancel many a sin 
That clogs and flaws our base and corrupt 


I was too hasty; should have fled, and bashfully 
Beckoned him after; lured him, not seized on him. 
Proud Aldabella a poor robber’s paramour ! 
Oh, it sounds dismal! Florence must not hear it. 
And sooth, his time is brief to descant on it. 


Enter BIANCA, L. 


And who art thou, thus usherless and unbidden 
Scarest my privacy ? 
Bian. [aside, L, c.] I must not speak yet— 
For if I do, a curse will clog my utterance. — 
‘Ald. Nay, stand not with thy pale lips quiver- 
| ing nothings— 
Speak out, and freely. © | 
Bian. Lady, there is one— ; 


nature. Fie, fie upon this choking in my throat!— 
| Fal. Methinks, good Dandolo, ’tis the hour we} One thou didst love—Giraldi Fazio ; 
owe | One who loved thee—Giraldi Fazio. 


He’s doom’d to die—to die to-morrow morning— 
And lo, ’tis eve already ! 

Ald. He is doom’d ? 
Why, then, the man must die. 

Bian. Nay, gentle lady, 
Thouw'rt high-born, rich and beautiful: the prince, 
The prime of Florence, wait upon thy smiles, 
Like sunflowers on the golden light they love. — 
Thy lips have such sweet melody, ’tis hung upon - 
Till silence is an agony. Did it plead ess 
For one condemn’d, but oh, most innocent ! F 
’T would be a music th’ air would fallin Jove with, , 
And never let it die till it had won : 
Its honest purpose. 

Ald. What a wanton waste 
Of idle praise is here ! | 

Bian. Nay, think, oh, think, 
What ’tis to give again a forfeit life— 
Aye, such a life as Fazio’s. Frown not on me. 
Thou think’st that he’s a murderer—'tis all false ; 
A trick of Fortune, fancifully cruel, 
To cheat the world of such a life as Fazio’s. 

Ald. Frivolous and weak, I could not if I would. 

Bian. Nay, but Ill lure thee with so richa 
boon— ' 

-|Hear—hear, and thou art won. Ifthou dost save 


| $/ Attendance at the Lady Portia’s toilette. 
Any commission in our way, fair lady ? 
Dan. Oh, yes! I’m ever indispensable there 
As is her looking-glass. 
Bian. Riotous madness ! 
To waste a breath [detaining them] upon such 
_ thin-blown bubbles ! 
Why, thou didst me to him but yesterday, 
: As 'twere a danger of thy life to part from him ; 
'} $| Didst swear it was a sin in Providence ; 
“| ¢| He was ‘not born a prince. [To DANDOLO.] An 
thou, sir, thou— 
“1 3/ Chains, sir, in May—it is a heavy wear ; 
Hard and unseemly, a rude weight of iron. 
4 {| Faugh ! cast ye off this shape and skin of men ; 
1%; Yo stain it, ye_pallute it—be the reptiles 
ty} Ye are. [zo PHILARIO.] And thou, sir—I know in 
whose porch 
He hired thee to troll out thy fulsome ditties: 
I know whose. dainty ears were last night ban- 
2. ioe queted 
With the false harlotry of thy rich airs. | 
. Phil. I do beseech thee, lady, judge me not 
,|¢| So harshly. In the State, Heaven knows, I’m 
powerless— | 
+| $| I could remove yon palace walls as soon 
it $| A8 alter his sad doom. But if to visit him, 
‘To tend him with a soft officious zeal, 
,|3| Waft the mild magic of mine art around him, 
f Making the chill and lazy dungeon air 
j 


him 

It is but just he should bé saved for thee. 

I give him thee—Bianca—I, his wife— 

I pardon all that has been, all that may be— 
Oh, I will be thy handmaid; be so patient— — 
Calmly, contentedly, and sadly patient; 

And if ye see a pale or envious motion 

Upon my cheek, a quivering on my lips, t 
Like to complaint, then strike him dead before |~ 


me. : 
Thou shalt enjoy all—all that I enjoy’d— | 
His love, his life, his sense, his soul be thine ; 
And I will bless thee—in my misery bless thee! [+ 
Ald. What mist is on thy wild and wandering ,+ 


More smooth, more gentle to the trammel’d 
breathing : | | 
All that I can I will, to make his misery 
Slide from him light and airily. 
4¢| Bian. Wilt thou ? 
Why, then there’s hope the devil hath not all 
: Florence. . 
31$| Go—goj I cannot point thee out the way : 
‘I%| Mine eyes are cloudy ; it is the first rain 
si¢| Hath déw’d them since—since when I cannot 
; tell thee. , zeit eyes aa kde > 
yf} Go—go! [Kzeunt PurtaRio and DanDoLo, L.] | Know’st thou to whom and where thou play’st the |: 
| __-One effort more! and if I fail— '  yaver ?- ss , 
{3} But, by the inbred and instinctive tenderness I, Aldabella, whom the amorous homage 
That mingles with the life of womanhood, | Of rival lords and princes stirs no more — 
IT cannot fail—and then, thou grim To-morrow, | Than the light passing. of the common air— 
I'll méet thee with a bold and unblench’d front. |[I, Aldabella, when my voice might make 
a a oe (Zzxit L. Thrones render up their stateliest to my service— |: 
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Stoop to the sordid sweepings of a prison? _ 
I 


Bian. Proud-lpped woman, earth’s most gor- 

. geous sovereigns 
Were worthless to my Fazio! Foolish woman, 
Thou cast’st a jewel off! The proudest lord 
That ever revell’d in thy unchaste arms, - 
Was a swarth galley-slave to Fazio. 
Ah, me! ah, me! e’en I, his lawful wife, 
Know ’t not more truly, certainly, than thou. 
Hadst thou loved him, I had pardon’d, pitied thee. 
We two had sate, all coldly, palely sad ; 
Dropping, like statues on a fountain side, 
A pure, a silent and eternal dew. 
Hadst thou outwept me, I had loved thee for ’t; 
And that were easy, for I’m stony bere. 

ae poe her hand to her eyes. 

_ Ald. Ho, there! to th’ hospital for the lunatics ! 
Fetch succor for this poor distraught — 

Bian. What said I? 
Oh, pardon me; I came not to upbraid thee. 
Think, think—Tll whisper it, I’ll not betray thee. 
The air’s a tell-tale, and the walls are listeners. 
Think what a change! Last night within thy 

chamber 

(I'll not say in thy arms, for that displeases thee, 
And sickens me to utter), and to-night 
Upon a prison pallet—straw, hard straw; 
For Eastern perfumes, the rank, noisome air ; 
For gentle harpings, shrilly clanking chains. 
Nay, turn not off; the worst is yet to come. 
To-morrow, at his waking, for thy face 
Languidly, lovingly down drooping o’er him, 
The scarr’d and haggard executioner ! 

Ald. [turning away.] There is a dizzy tremb- 

ling in mine eye; 

But I must dry the foolish dew for shame. 
Well, what is it tome? I slew him not; 
Nay, nor denounced him to the judgment seat. 
I out-debase myself to lend free hearing - 
To such coarse fancies. I must hence—to-night 
I feast the lords of Florence. | [Exit rR. 

Bian. They’re all lies— : | 


Things done with in some far and distant planet, | 


Or offscum of some dreamy poet’s brain, 

All tales of human goodness! Or they’re legends 

Left us of some good old forgotten time, , 

Ere harlotry became a queenly sin, ° , 

And housed in.palaces. Oh, earth’s so crowded 

With Vice, that if strange Virtue stray abroad, 

They hoot it from them like a thing accurst. 

Fazio, my Fazio !—but we'll laugh at them ; 

We will not stay upon their wicked soil, - 

E’en though they sue us not to die and leave 
them. | [Exit L. 
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Scene IV.—FAzio’s House. 


- Enter BIANCA, L. 


Bian. [c.] Ah, what a fierce and frantic coil is 
. here, | 

Because the sun must shine on one man less ! 

I’m sick and weary—my feet drag along. 


Why, must I trail like a scotch’d serpent hither—| That it would last forever, nor give place 
To th’ horrible to-morrow. | 
Tis the gray morning light aches in mine eyes— 


Here to this house, where all things breathe of 
Fazio? — 


The air tastes of him—the walls whisper of him. {It 


Oh, I'll to bed! tobed! What find I there? 
Fazio, my fond, my gentle, fervent Fazio? 


FAZIO. 


|’Twas my thoughts’ burthen as I came along. 


Yet could not choose but fly. And then, oh, then! 


With what a hateful and unwonted swiftness © 
3 Tt scares my comfortable darkness from me! 
No! Cold stones are his couch, harsh jron bars - | Fool that Iam! Pve lost the few brief hours — - 
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[Act V, Scene 1. 


Curtain his slumbers. Oh, no, no—I have it— _ 

He is in Aldabella’s arms. Out on’t! 

Fie, fle eee rank, that’s noisome !—I remem- 
er— 


Our children—aye, my children—F azio’s children. 


Were it not wise to bear them off with us 

Away from this cold world? Why should we 
breed up | 

More sinners for the devil to prey upon? : 

There's one a boy—some strum pet willenlace him, 

And make him wear her loathsome livery. 

The other a girl. If she be ill, she’ll sink 

Spotted to death—she’ll be an Aldabella ; 

If she be chaste, she'll be a wretch like me— 

A jealous wretch—a frantic, guilty wretch. 

No, no; they must not live, they must not live! 
[Exits into a back chamber, L. D. F. Aftera 
pause she returns. 

It will not be, it will not be—they woke 

As though e’en in their sleep they felt my pres- 


ence ; . 

And then they-smiled upon me fondly, playfully, 

And stretch’d their rosy fingers to sport with me. 

The boy did arch his eyebrows so like Fazio. 

Though my soul wish’d that God would take them 
to Him, * : 

That they were ’scaped this miserable world, 

I could vue kiss them; and, when I had kissed 
them, — 

I could as soon have leap’d up to the moon, - 

As speck’d or soil’d their alabaster skins, 

Wild that Iam! Take them t’ another world, 

As though I—I, my husband’s murderess— 

In the dread separation of the dead, 

Should meet again those spotless innocents! . 

Oh, happy they! They will but know to-morrow 

By the renewal of the soft warm daylight. [ZEzitR. 
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ACT V.. 
Scene LL—A Street, morning teilight. 
Enter BIANCA. 
Bian. Where have I been? I have not been at 


rest— 
There’s yet the stir of motion in my limbs. 
Oh, I remember—’twas a hideous strife | 
Within my brain. I felt that all was hopeless, 
Yet would not credit it; and I set forth 
To tell my Fazio so, and dared not front him 
With'such cold comfort. Then a mist came o’er me, 
And something drove me on, and on, and on— 
Street after street, each blacker than the other— 
And a blue axe did shimmer through the gioon, 
Its fiery edge did waver to and fro— 
And there were infants’ voices, faint and wailing, 
That panted after me. I knew I fled them, 


I gazed and gazed upon the starless darkness, 
And blest it in my soul, for it was deeply - 
And beautifully black—no speck of light! 
And I had feverish and fantastic hopes ——- 


Ha, ’tis there! . 
is that morrow. Ho! Look out! look out! : 
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Act.V, Soane2. 


Yet left me of my Fazic! 


Oh, away— 
Away to him! away! 


(Exit. 


Scenz Il.—Zbe Prison—totally dark, except a 
lamp. 


FAZIO and PHILARIO discovered. 


Faz. I thank thee: ’twas a melancholy hymn, 
But soft and soothing ‘as the gale of eve— 
The gale whose flower-sweet breath no more shall 
pass o’er me. 
Oh, what a gentle ministrant is music 
To piety—to mild, to penitent piety ! 
Oh, 7 gives plumage to the tardy prayer 
That lingers in our lazy earthly air, 
And melts with it to heaven. To die: ’tis dreary; 
To die a villain’s death, that’s yet a pang. 
But it must down: I have so steep’d my soul 
In the bitter ashes of true penitence, 
‘That they have put on a delicious savor, 
And all is halcyon quiet, all within. 
Bianca ! where is. she? why comes she not ? 
Yet I-do almost wish her not to come, 
Lest she again enamor me of life. 
Phil.. Hast thou no charge to her, no oud 


bequest ? 
‘Tt shall lose little by my bearing it. 
: Faz. Oh, yes! oh, yes! ! T have her picture here : 
That I had seen it in one hour of my life, 
In Aldabella’s arms had it looked on me, 
I should have had one sin. less to repent of. 
q| Pm loth the coarse and vulgar executioner 
Should handle it with his foul gripe, or pass 
His ribald jests upon it. Give it her. 
: picture he draws out some gold, on which he 
looks with great apparent melancholy. 
Phil. And this too, sir? 
Faz. Oh, touch it not, Philario ! 
Oh, touch it not! ’tis venomous, tis viperous! 
If there be bottomless sea, unfathom’d pit 
In earth’s black womb—oh, vlunge it, plunge it 


deep, 

Deep, dark ! or, if a devil be abroad, 

Give it to him, to bear it whence it came, 

To its own native hell. Oh, no, no, no! 

He must not have it: for with it he'll betray 

More men, more noble spirits, than Lucifer 

Drew down from heaven. This yellow pestilence 

Laid waste my Eden; made a gaudy bird of me, 

For soft temptation’s silken nets to snare. 

It crept in to us—Sin came with it—Misery 

es g’d its foul footsteps—ever-deep’ning Sin, 

,| And ever-dark’ning Misery. Philario, 

Away with it! away! [Takes the picture. ] Here’s 

fairer gazing. 

Thou wouldst not think these smooth and smiling 


lips 
Could peal away a life—a husband’s life. 
Yet, ah! I led the way to sin—I wronged her : 
Yet: Heaven be witness, though I wronged her, 
* loved her, 
Fen in my heart of heart. 
Enter BIANCA, L 
Bian. Who’s that Bianca, 
That's loved so deeply ? Fazio, Fazio, Fazio~ 
If is that morrow ! 
Faz. Nay, look cheerin ly: 
It may be God doth punish in this world 
To spare hereafter. a 


FAZIO. 


[ With the 
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Bian. Fazio, set me loose ! 
Thou clasp’st thy murderess. 
Faz. No, it is my love, 
My wife, my children’s mother! Pardon me, . 
Bianca; but thy children—TIll not see them: 
For on the wax of a soft infant’s memory . 
Things horrible sink deep, and sternly settle. 
I would not have them, in their after-days, 
Cherish the image of their wretched father 
In the cold darkness of a prison-house. 
Oh, if they ask thee of their father, tell them 
That he is dead, but say not how ! 
Bian. No, no— 
Not tell them that their mother murder’d him. 
Faz. But are they well, my love ? 
Bian. What, had I freed them 
From this drear villains’ earth, sent them before us, 
Lest we should miss them in ‘another world, 
And so be tetter’d by a cold regret 
Of this sad sunshine ? 
Faz. Oh, thou has not been 
So wild a rebel to the will of God! 
If that thou hast, ’twill make my passionate arms, 
That ring thee round so fondly, drop off from thee, 
Like sere and wither’d ivy ; make my farewell 
Spoken in such suffocate and distem per’d tone, 
’T will sound more like— | 
Bian. They live! thank God, they live ! 
I should not rack thee with such fantasies : 
But there have been such hideous things around 
me, 
Some whispering me, some dragging me; I’ve felt 
Not half a moment’s calm, since last we parted, 
So exquisite, so gentle, as this now. 
I could sleep on thy bosom, Fazio. 


Re-enter ANTONIO, R. 


Ant. Prisoner, 
Thine hour is come. 

. Bian. It is not morning yet— 
Where is the twilight that should usher it ? . 
Where is the sun, that should come golden on? 
Ill-favored liar, to come prate of morning, - 
With torch-light in thy hand to scare the dark- 

ness. 
Ant. ue dost forget, day’s light ne’er pierceth 


her 
The sun hath kindled up the open air. 
Bian. I say ’tis but an hoursince it was evening ; 
A dreary, measureless and mournful hour— 
Yet but an hour. 
Faz. I will obey thee, officer ! 
Yet but a word—Bianca, ’tis a strange one— 
Canst thou endure it, dearest? Aldabella— 
Bian. ‘Curse her ! 
-Faz. Peace, peace! ’tis dangerous ; sinners’ 
curses 
Pluck them down tenfold from the. angry heavens 
Upon the curser’s head. Beseech thee, peace ! 


_| Forgive her—for thy Fazio’s sake, forgive her ! 


Bian. Anything not to think on her—not yet. 
They shall not kill Pthee—by my faith ey shall not! 
I'll clasp mine arms so closely round thy neck, 
That the red axe shall hew them off, ere shred 
A hair of thee: I will so mingle with thee; 

That they shall strike at randém, and perchance 
Set me free first— [The bell sounds, her grasp re- 
-laxes, and she stands. torpid. FAZIO kisses 
her, which she does not seem to be con- 
. scious 1) An 
Faz. Farewell, farewell, farewell! - - 
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heaven, 
She does not feel her Fazio's last, last kiss ! 
| One other! cold as stone—sw eet, Sweet as roses. 
{ hxit Re 
Bian. [slowly recovering, R. C.] Gone, gone! he 
is not air yet, not thin spirit! 
He should not elide away—he is not guilty— 
Ye murder, not execute. Not guilty! 
_[ Lait, followed by PHILARIO, R. 


SCENE III.—A magnificent apartment im the 
Palace of ALDABELLA—every appearance of 
a ball prolonged till morning. 


DUKE, LorRDS, FALSETTO, DANDOLO and ALDA- 
BELLA discovered. 


Duke. ’Tis late, ’tis late ; 
light 
Streams in upon our sick and waning lamps. 
It was a jocund night: but good my friends, 
The sun reproves our lingering revelry, 
And, angry at. our scorning of “his state, 
Will shine the slumber from our heavy eyes. 
Gon. There’s one, my liege, will sleep more j 
calm than we: 
But now I heard the bell with iron tongue 
Speak out unto the still and common air 
The death-stroke of the murderer Fazio. 
Duke. So, lady, fare thee well—our gentlest 
thanks 
For thy fair entertaining. 


the yellow morning 


Ha! what’s here? 
Enter BIANCA, L., followed by PHILARIO. 


Bian. Ha! ye’ve been dancing, dancing—so 
have I: 
But mine was heavy music, slow and solemn— 
A bell, a bell: my thick blood roll’d to it, 
My heart swung to and fro, a dull, deep motion. 
[ Seeing ALDABELLA. 
’Tis thou—tis thou! I came to tell thee something. 
Ald. [alarmed and shrieking.| Ah, me! ah, me! 
Bian. Nay, shrink not—I']l not kill thee: 
For if I do, I know in the other world 
Thow’lt shoot between me and my richest joys. 
Thou shalt stay here: V’ll have him there—all— 
all of him. 

Duke. What means the wild-hair’d maniac ? 

Bian. [moving him aside.| By and by. 

[Zo ALDABELLA. 
I tell thee, that warm cheek thy lips did stray on 
But yesternight, ’tis cold and colorless: 
The breath, that stirr’d among thy jetty locks, 
That was such incense to thee—it is fled: 
The voice that call’d thee then his soul of soul— 
I know it—’twas his favorite phrase of love— 
Pve heard it many a time myself—'twas rapturous: 
That mild, that musical voice, is frozen now ; 
That neck whereon thy arms did hang so tenderly, 
There’s blood upon it, blood—I tell thee, blood. 
Dost thou hear that ? is thy brain fire to hear it? 
Mine is, mine is, mine is ! . 

Duke. ’Tis Fazio’s wife. 

Bian. Itisnot Fazio’s wife. Havethe dead wives? 
Aye, aye, my liege; and I know thee, and well— 
Thou art the rich-robed minister of the laws. 
Fine laws! rare laws! most equitable laws! 
Who robs his neighbor of his yellow dust, 

Or his bright sparkling stones, or such.gay trash, 
Oh, he must die—die for the public good. 


ee 
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She does not feel, she does not feel! Thank] And if one steal a husband from his wife, 
Do dive into her heart for jts best treasure, - 
Do rend asunder whom Heaven link’d in one— : 
Oh, they are meek, and merciful, and milky— 
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Tis a trick of human frailty. Oh, fine laws! 


Rare laws! most equitable laws! 


Duke. Poor wretch, 


Who is it thus hath wrong’d thee ? 


Bian. [to the DUKE.] -Come thou here. [The 
others crowd around BIANCA—she epeale 
to FALSETTO. 

Get back, get back: the god that thou ador’st, 
Thy god, is dead, thou pitiful idolater ! 

[ To DAN DOLO—showing her dress. 
I know they are coarse and tatter’d—get thee back. 

[To the DUKE. 

I tell thee that rich woman—she— My liege, 
I’ll speak anon—my lips do cling together, 
There’s dust about my LOD gna cannot move it. 

Duke. Ho, there! some wine! 

Bian. Thank thee, ’tis moist—I thank thee! | 
[As she raises the goblet to her lips, she sees \% 
ALDABELLA, and dashes it awa 

Her lips have been upon it—l’ll have none on’t. 

Ald. My liege, thou wilt not hearken to the tale | 

Of a mad woman, venting her sick fancies 
lWpon a lady of my state and honor! 

Duke. Lady, there is one state alone that holds 

Above the range of plumed and restless Justice 
Her throned majesty—the state of Virtue. 
Poor sad distraught, speak on. 
Bian. I am not mad, 
Thou smooth-lipp’d slanderer ! I have been wee 
And then my words came vague, and loose, an 
broken ; 
But now there’s mode and measure in my speech. 
Y’ll hold my brain; and then I'l] tell my tale 
Simply and clearly. Fazio, my poor Fazio— 
He murdered not—he found Bartolo dead. 
The wealth did shine in his eyes, and he was 
dazzled. 
And when that he was gaily gilded up, 
She, she, I say-—nay, keep away from her. 
For she hath witchcraft all around her—she 
Did take him to her chamber. Fie, my liege! 
What should my husband in her chamber? Then, 
Aye, en Imadden’d. Hark! hark! hark !—the 
ell 
The bell that I set knolling—hark. Here, here— 
Massy and cold it strikes—here, here. © 
[ Clasping her forehead. 


FETT FU POIT PEPE PFT U Ce PUrU rere 


TTR ++ 
ae 


y 
4 


+. 


+ 


| 
ate 


of 


py er) 
a sl 


\ tet >, ed > wee 


Sal aiiad att adnd.el al aii oe ced OP ns ot ae | ooeeeeee ee 


Gon. Sad woman, 
Tear not so piteously thy disorder’d hair! 
Bian. Idonot tear my hair: there should be pain 
If that I did; but all my pain’s within. ey 
[ With her hand to her bosom. 
It will not break, it will not break—ttis iron. 
Duke. If this be true— 
Phil. My liege, it is the tale 
That Fazio told me ere he died. 
Bian. Aye, sir, 
The dying lie not—he, a dying man, 
Lied not—and I, a dying woman, lie not: 
For I shall die, spite of this iron here. 
Duke. [to ALDABELLA.] There is confession in } 
thy guilty cheeks. a F 
Thou high-born baseness! beautiful deformity!. |% 
Dishonored honor! How hast thou discredited - fe 
All that doth fetter admiration’s eye, 
And made us out of love with loveliness ! i 
I do condemn thee, woman, by the warrant — 14 
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dates AR - he vi FAZIO. 
| Of this; my ducal diadem, to put onthée °° , Bian: My children—thou'lt protect them. On, 
. The rigid convent, vows; ‘there bleach anew my liege; 
' Thy sullied breast ; there temper thy:rank blood; ; Make them not rich: let, them be’] poor and honest. 
| Lay ashes to thy soul ;-swathe thy hot skin. Duke. Iwill, I will. 
7’ atone; by this world’s misery, this world’s sin. | And thou believ'st he is no murderer? 
[Exit ALDABELLA, R._ [DUKE bows assent. 
Bian. Bless i Heaven bless thee! Yet it, Thowt ey me near him , and keep her away from 
must not 
My Fazio said we must forgive her—Fazio It preaks, it breaks, it breaks—it is not iron ! 


Said so; and all he said is best and wisest. : { Dies. 
Duke. She shall have her desert: aught more 
to ask of us? | a THE END. 


' 


FAZIO.—First dress: Brown doublet and trunks, trimmed and | GONSALVO ind AURIO. —Scarlet gowns, trimmed with er- 
puffed, Ibe ook hat end scckenes i B ges hile lary mine, and black caps. 
c cond dress : colored tunic, with ‘gold embroid- 
ery; white antaloons ; rasset boots; hat and feathers. Third | PIERO.—Gray doublet, trimmed ; trunks and stockings. 


dress: Si firs PHILARIO, FALSETTO and DANDOLO.—After the style of 
| BARTOLO. —Dark-oolored doublet and tranks; dark breeches, Fazio’s second dress, but of different colors. 


“aad het, THEODORE and ANTONIO.—Fancy-colored jackets; blue 
DUKE.—Velvet dress of crimson or lilac, with purplerobe, richly | silk: sashés; -buff pantaloons ; rnaset boots; round hats and 
embroidered with gold; velvet cap and feather. plumes. 


BIANCA.—Firat dress: Slate-colored robe, trimmed with black | ALDABELLA.—White eatin dress, with straw-colored silk bod- 
velvet, with a girdle of the same. Second dress: Rich satin| ice, and train richly ornamented with gold and silver. 
dress, with a purple flowing robe embroidered with gold. Third 
dress: Similar to the first. CLARA. —Plain white dress. 


Henay Hart Mitaan, the author of ‘ Fazio,” and many other works, poetical and historical, was born in London, February 
10th, 1791, and was the youngest son of Sir Francis Milman, a physician of eminence. After passing nine years ‘at-Eton, our poet 
went to Oxford, at which University ho obtained the greatest number of prizes that ever fell to the lot of one aadissdual: Some of 
these were for English and some for Latin compositions. 

In the year 1817 Mr. Milman entered into holy orders, and in 1821 he was elected Professor of Poetry in the University. The 
works by which ho was first distinguished were principally poeticul, and of. these ‘‘ Fazio" was the first. It was followed by ‘‘ The 
Fall of Jerusalom,” ‘“‘Samor, an heroic poem,” “‘ Anne Boleyn,” ‘The Martyr of Antioch,” and other productions ovincing great 
| dramatic ability and a chastened taste. His later labors appear to have been of a different character. He contributed largely to the 
Quarterly Review ; and his “‘ History of the J ows,” and: Notes to Gibbon’s Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire,” have given him 
e high rank as a historian. 

The play of “ Fazio. ” "was written while Mr. ‘VGlman was at- Oxford, and was published somewhere near his event: fifth year. 
It found-its-way upon the stage without his interference, and, indeed, without his consent being in any single instance solicited. 

“Its first appearanco,” says the author, ‘ was, I believe, at the Surrey Theatre, where it was brought forward under the 
name of ‘ The Italian Wife,’ and it had been acted some time before I was aware that the piece of that name was my work.” 

The play is founded on.a story which was quoted in:the Annual Register for 1795, from the “ Varieties of Literature”; but 
| great liberties have been taken with it. Some of the materials employed in it may also be found among the tales of Boccaccio. 


Fazio" is no less worthy of admiration in tho closet than it is deeply interesting fn the representation. It will, we believe, 
long be regarded as one of the most felicitous dramatic productions .that -have infused hope: ‘and, life into the stage since the 
Shakspearean era. 


+ te 
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_ In sackcloth ; ‘and God give thee length of days Bian. Why, ‘then, ’tis time, ’tis time. - 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must p many, must possess some merit.’—DR. JOHNSON. 
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CASTS OF CHARACTERS, STAGE BUSINESS, COSTUMES, RELATIVE POSITIONS, &c., 
ADAPTED TO 


HE FtomE fiRCLE, PRIVATE FHEATRICALS, AND THE ‘AMERICAN STAGE. 


Ww ORNETT, in the Offi 
Vv O Tes 4. Entered according g to Act of € Congress, ngress, In | the year 1878, b HEAT & C , in the ce N O. 38. 


the Librarian of Congress, at Was nington, D. C. 


A PRETTY PIECE OF BUSINESS: 
YA Comedy, in One Act. 
BY THOMAS MORTON. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 


Wallack’s Park T. fe ie 
Theatre. 187 
Oapt. Felix Merryweather. -Mr. Brougham. Mr. W. J- Ferguson. 
Dr. Launecelot Shee....-.+. Walcot. * John Dillon. 
Miss Charlotte Shee........ Mrs. Stephens. Miss Marie Louise. 
DOb80M wecscncccver ssccmeas ‘* Brougham. “ Mary Stuart. 


Mrs. Fanny Grantley.....- ‘* Hoey. ‘** Minnie Doyle. 


ScENE I.—A well-furnished Apartment. Large 
glass doors at C., showing pleasure-grounds be- 
yond; window at corner R. 3 E.; doors R. 1 and 
2 E.; the same L. 1 and 2 E.; CHARLOTTE 
seated at work, R. C. 


Enter DOBSON, L. 2 E. 

Dob. Ob! here’s missus. Please, missus— 

Char. Dobson, I shall be seriously angry with 
you if you persist in calling me missus. Recol- 
lect, that during the housemaid’s absence with 
my mother at Brighton, you will bein attendance 
in the parlor, and I expect that both your dress 
and address will improve with your occupation. 
One would suppose you had never been in genteel 
service before. 

Dob. I not in genteel service afore! Lor! 


missus, why, didn’t I come straight from a poul- 


terer’s ? And didn’t I live a whole ’ear and a half 
at a butcher’s afore that? Genteel, indeed! I 
know I had jolly good wages, and too much to 
eat; and if that ain’t genteel I don’t know whatis! 

Char. Well, while you remain in my service 
you must be good enough to call me madame-- 
or ma’am— 

Dob. Ma—a—m! it’s suchalong time coming out. 
If it mustn’t be missus, can’t you let it be mum? 

Char. Anything but missus ! and now pray what 
do you want? 

Dob. Well, then, missus—mum—Mr. Pippin, 
the fruiterer, wants to know what you'll please to 
have for dessert to-day? Is it to be apples, pears, 
strawberries, bigaroons, arlines, or goosegogs ? 

Char. Gooseberries— 

Dob. Gooseberries, if you like berries best, but 
they was always gogs at the butcher’s. 

Char. Then tell Mr. Pippin I shall want a 
handsomer display of fruit to-day than usual. I 
expect company. 


UTTT TTT TT TTT TC TCC CCC TTC C OC CCC CCC C TSU O CCU OTTO TCT OT 
50 


Dob. Y’'m delighted to hear it, mum! Saint 
John’s Wood ain’t the most lively place in the 
world, and so you’d say if you’d ever had the good 
luck to live at a butcher’s in Long Acre! 

Char. Well, Dobson, if you think you can bet- 
ter yourself— 

Dob. What, leave you? Leave my missus—tI 
mean my mum! a very likely matter! I should |~ 
like to know what Captain Merryweather, your . 
husband as is to be, would say to me when he { 
comes home from sea, if I was to goand leave you |+ 
in this wicked world without a protector. Ij} 
merely wished to call your attention to the fact |} 
that I never should get achance of picking up |} 
anything that’s a-going on in the world—no rows |} 
—no murders—no nothing. I shouldn’t so much |} 
as know what handsome rigment’s at Regency “ 
Park barracks, if it wasn’t for the milk—the beer |? 
—the butter, and the post! By the by, talking 
of the post, here’s a letter for you, mum. » 

Char. akg letter.| Why didn’t you give it 
to me before ? 

Dob. You didn’t ask for it, mum! 

Char. What do I see! My dear MerryweBtnens 
hand! [Reading.] ‘‘ My darling Charlotte.” 

Kisses letter—rises. 

Dob. [aside.] I should say that was a cheap 
penn’orth, anyhow. 

Char. [reading to herself.] Ah! what’s this ? 
How provoking! I declare I could almost cry ! 

[Sits R. C., raising handkerchief to her on 

Dob. [imitating with her apron.| So co d I— 
specially if I knowed what about! . 

Char. Captain Merryweather tells me it will be . 
at least three months before he returns to England | + 
from the West Indies. 

Dob. West Ingees! Yes, I know, that’s some- 
where in Jamaicay, ain’t it? 

Char. And when I so confidently expected his 
immediate return, to get this disagreeable, odious 
letter ! 

Dob. Now don’t take on so, missus—mum! pray |= 
don’t! for after all you might have had worse . 
news than that! He might have wrote and told 
you he was drownded ! 

Char. And to think of that dreadful ocean that . 
divides us! Though destined to be a sailor’s wife, | + 
I hate it. - = 

Dob. So do I, mum, Inever was a-top ofitbut |> 
once, and then I wished the ocean was at the | 
bottom of the sea. Oh! [Puts hand to stomach. ] 
My first sweetheart was a sailor, only he made 
use of such dreadful language I was forced to ¢ +a 
rid of him: he \ was always talking ahonis <é ‘shiv 
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ing his timbers” and “ capsizing. his hull,” and|for some weeks has been to prepare the house | 


then I found we couldn’t get married without be- 
ing ‘‘ spliced,” and I wasn’t going to stand that. 

- Char. Dobson, listen to me. I expect two visit- 
ors this morning— | 

_ Dob. The more the merrier, mum! | 
Char. Will you hold your tongue! One a lady, 
Mrs. Grantley, the oldest and dearest friends I 
ai in the world; the other, my brother, Dr. 

ee tas aa 

Dob. Dr. She! Lor, what a queer name! Beg 
pardon, mum. She’s all very well for a woman 
a ee a she-man do sound so very funny ! 

, oh! ; 

Char. Once more—hold your tongue! and go 
and get their rooms in order immediately. 

Dob. Yes, mum! [Going out, L. 2 £., looks out 
at window, L.| Ob, my, ain’t there a fine lady 
coming up the gravelly walk! 

Char. It must be Fanny: how kind of her to 
come so early ! You may leave the room, Dobson. 

Dob. Yes, mum! [Going—stops.] Hadn't I 
better get something more for dinner, mum? It’s 
as much as there’ll be enough for you and the 
lady—tlet alone the she-doctor. 

Char. Willyou leave the room? | 
’ Dob. Yes, mum! [Again looks from window. 
Aside.| Oh! what a stylish bonnet! and what a 
love of a dress! silk or cotton, I wonder ? 3 

Enter FANNY at L. 2 E., down to c. 

Fanny. My dear Charlotte ! | 

Char.. My good, kind Fanny! [They embrace. 
~ Dob. faen hold of Mrs. GRANTLEY’S skirt, 
and looking at it. .Aside.| Silk! . I wish I may 
die if it ain’t ! a [Evit L. 2 E. 

Char. Welcome a hundred times. 

Fanny. And you a thousand; so you see my 
pleasure’s ten times as great as yours. 

_ Char. Two such old friends ! 

Fanny. Yes, for two girls under twenty we are 
exceedingly old friends ; schoolfellows and play- 
mates till separated by cruel fate in the shape of 
cruel matrimony. | 

‘Char. Cruel matrimony ? Why, we heard you 
had made a love-match. 

Fanny. Right—but the match was very soon 
burnt out—yet if I did not love the late Major 
Grantley, his groundless jealousy and violent 
temper would not let me; but let us change the 
conversation. You, I hope, are as happy as the 
day is long. 

Char. I believe I am as happy as any woman 
can be—engaged to a man who will be away from 
her nine months out of the twelve. 3 

Fanny. What a contrast to the Major! He 
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A PRETTY PIECE OF BUSINESS. , 19 


and grounds for his reception—at his request, my 
mother and I have been for some time domesti- 
cated here; she being on a visit at Brighton, I 
am now absolutely alone; and seeing your name 


‘| amongst the arrivals from the Continent, I thought 


the moment auspicious for the renewal of our 
acquaintance-—friendship—love. 

Fanny. .And hence this.love of an invitation to 
Kingston Lodge! [Showing letter.] Come, my 
dear Charlotte, let us talk as we used to talk in 
our girlish days. [Hach bring chair down to c., 
and sit.| Do you remember how unalterably you 
had settled that I should marry your brother ? 
By the by, I suppose it’s my duty to inquire for 


my little husband. I had an extraordinary par- |+¢ 
tiality for him, considering I never saw. him, and !¢ 
that he was too busy with his grammar lessons. | + 
ever to give me the least encouragement. _ ae 
Char. That industrious little school-boy is now: | 
a talented young physician, with the degree of ;f 
M. D. to his name; but you shall judge for your- | 


self; I expect him here this very day: from South- 
ampton. 

Fanny. Do you, indeed? That’s a rather singu- 
lar coincidence. 

“Char. To be candid, it is not altogether a co- 
incidence. 

Fanny. To be candid, I suspected as much. 

Char. To be more candid, my dear Fanny, I 
want to associate you in a plot. You must know, 
then, that:my brother’s constitutional modesty 
and reserve have for the last two years deepened 
into an alarming melancholy. In short, I suspect 
that he has formed some secret and hopeless 
attachment. 

Fanny. My poor little husband ! 

Char. Now, my dear Fanny, you are young, 
handsome, clever, and a perfect mistress of the 
alt of pleasing. You could, if you chose, fascin- 
ate the first man that came near you. , 

Fanny. Thanks for the compliment; but I 
don’t choose to fascinate the first man that comes 
near me. [Rising and putting chairs back. — 

Char. Thope you will, for I mean my brother 
to be that man. 

Fanny. Ahem! I think I perceive your drift. 

Char. I do not affect concealment—next to 
Felix Merryweather you and my brother are the 
beings I love most on earth—what more natural 
aria ee I should rejoice to see you love each 
other : 


Fanny. A frank avowal, at least. You want 


me to cure your brother’s malady, by inoculating 


him with one perhaps still more hopeless; for 


would have been with me twelve months out of| know in return, that ifhe pines in vain for Miss 


the nine, if he could possibly have managed it. 
But explain your exact position. 

Char. Well then, I am engaged to Captain Felix 
Merry-weather, of the good ship Kingston, now on 
& voyage to Jamaica. - a | 

Fanny. A rover by profession! poor Mrs. 
Merryweather. Ha, ha! 

Char. But on his return home, three months 
hence, we are to be immediately united. In fact, 
Pve undertaken some of the duties of a wife be- 
fore I’m entitled to the privileges. I’m mistress 


of this house, though it docsn’# belong to me.! cipitated into the water, then ebbing rapidly out 
Captain Merryweather entrusted me with the! to sea... Suddenly a. young man—a fellow pas- , 
selection. and Di a of this pretty property in|senger— — : 7 

Saint John’s 


ood ; and my favorite employment 


Incognita, a certain Mr. Incognito behaves just as 
cruelly to me. tg 

Char. A perfect enigma! — 

Fanny. And a romance combined. Listen! 
About two years ago, Major Grantley and I were 
embarking at Boulogne on our return to England ; 
the morning was rough, and the steamer rolling 
violently alongside the pier. I had hardly stept. 
on board, when a gust of wind tore a very valu- 
able shawl from my shoulders, and in leaning for- 
ward to save it I lost my footing, and was pre- 


Char. As I expected ! 
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Fanny. Well, I didn’t expect anything of the 
sort—a young man instantly plunged from the 
vessel to my rescue! He succeeded in reaching 
and sustaining me, till a boat picked us both up. 
When fairly brought again on deck I found he had 
fainted! My husband immediately hurried me 


_ otf to my cabin—not, however, before I had bound 


a handkerchief, marked with my initials in a 
peculiar cipher, round the young man’s temples. 
I saw him borne away for medical aid—but his 
pale, lifeless image has never left me. Nay, I 
confess, now that I am free, should fate ever 
again bring us together— 

Char. Fate would bring you together to some 
purpose. 

Fanny. I.think it very probable. Judge now, 
by what you have heard, how unfitI am to win 
your brother’s heart. 

Char. Win it, win it, 1 entreat: and who 
knows but in curing his secret attachment, you 
may effect two cures instead of one. 

Enter DOBSON, L. 2 E. 

Dob. Oh, look, mum! ain’t there a handsome 
gentleman just come—and didn’t he baw! out 
afore I’d got the door half open—‘‘ Where’s Char- 
lotte ?” That’s missus, as sure as twopence, says I. 

[Bait L. 2 E. 

Char. Fanny, ’tis he. 

Fanny. Your brother—already ? 

Char. What! Frightened at his name? 

Fanny. No; like a true hero, my courage rises 
with the danger! [With a military flourish.] 
Charlotte, 11 engage him! Let me see. Can’t 
we make him suppose he has missed your house, 
and called by mistake at mine—a stranger’s ? 

Char. Easily ; for he has never been here. 

Fanny. That’s lucky! but [pointing to L. 2 E., 
where DOBSON has gone] can you insure silence 
there ? 

Char. Well thought of. [Rings bell from table. 

Enter DOBSON, L. 2 E. 

(Loud to her.| Dobson, desire the gentleman to 
walk into this room—and mind—whatever in- 
quiries he may make, be careful to say nothing 
but, ‘“‘ My mistress is coming,”—recollect—‘‘ My 
mistress is coming.” Now, Fanny, Ill give you 
full instructions over your toilette. I hear a step 
—quick ! 

Fanny. [lingering.| I'd give the world just to 
have a peep. 

Char. No!- It would mar our plot—in—in. 
[Forcing FANNY off, R.; FANNY struggles and 
jumps for a peep. 

_ Dob. ‘‘ Missus is coming—Missus is coming.” 
Well, I’ve got that pat, however; and now I’m 
ready for him. Ain’t he an out-and-outer! He 
hadn’t hardly got inside the door, when round 
comes his hand upon my waist, and smack comes 
a great kiss upon my cheek—such a tingler! I 
quite forgot to tell missus; in fact, I may say I 
took particklar care that I should forget it. 

Enter MERRYWEATHER, L. 2 E., down lL. C. 

Merry. Where the deuce has that little bum- 
boat drifted, I wonder? 

Dob. [aside.] Little bumboat! That’s me! 

Merry. (seeing her.| Ah, all right! Well, 
Jenny, where’s your mistress ? 

Dob. Missus is coming !: 

Merry. [aside.| A good opportunity of eliciting 
a little domestic information. [Aloud.] And pray, 
Sally, what sort of a place have you got here ? 


want—rather—to speak to the mistress of the 


E OF BUSINESS. 


Dob. Missus is coming ! 
Merry. So you said before, Molly; but now tell 


me, does your mistress see much company—many |+ 


young people of both sexes, eh? 

Dob. Missus is coming ! 

Merry. {aside.| I must endeavor to inspire a 
little variety in Dolly’sideas. [Aloud.] Dolly, my 
dear, what would you say if I kissed you again? 

Dob. [expressively.| Missus is coming ! 

[Ezit L. 2 E. 

Merry. Ha, ha! Susan’s terrestrial obserya- 
tion seems limited to the fact that *‘ missus is 
coming!” Well, here I am in port—T[looking 
round] and avery snug port, too, to anchor in for 
the rest of one’s life. [Sits R. c.] I must say the 
choice of home and husband does honor to Char- 
lotte’s taste. To think that I should hail her so 
soon after my letter, that told her I shouldn't be 
homeward bound these three months! but I 
changed my mind as to cargo, and got afloat 
again at once. Shan’t I astonish her? I think! 
see her— Felix—dear Felix!” and then off in 
my arms half fainting—and then a kiss—and then 
a hug—but, why don’t she come? Ah—a step— 
and the sweep of a silk gown! 
I'll spare her feelings, and show myself gradually. 

[ Retires to back, L. C. 
Enter FANNY, timidly, R. 1 E. 


Fanny. [aside.] 1am now completely au fait 


of his character, and my cue. So, there he stands 
—very good-looking too, I declare. ) 

Merry. [aside.] She don’t speak—don’t she 
see me ? 

Fanny. [aside.] He doesn’t speak ! .Doesn’t he 
see me—or is it his constitutional modesty? Its 
not very modest of him to force me to begin. 
[Aloud.] Hem! I beg, sir, to apologize for keep- 
ing you waiting. 

Merry. [aside—turning.| Eh! that’s not Char- 
lotte! [Comes down c.] A friend of hers, I sup- 
pose; and a sweet, pretty craft, too. [Bovwing. 
Aloud.| Madame— 

Fanny. The truth is, I was engaged at my tol- 
lette. . 

Merry. Madame, when nature has done 80 
much to spare your trouble, ’tis. really throwing. 
time away. [Aside.]. Come, for a fellow that 
learnt his manners at sea, that’s not so very bad: 

Fanny. [aside.] Gallantry already! ee 
In fact, in this retired quarter—living alone too 
—one hardly knows how to find employment. 

Merry. Living alone? I think, ma’am, you 
said living alone ? . 

Fanny. Quite alone! 

[Sitting down at work-table, RB. C. 
Let What’s become of Charlotte, I 


Merry. : 
Aloud.| I beg pardon—but—but—! 


wonder ! ° 


house. | 
Fanny. Well, sir, my strong impression is you 

are speaking to me. . 

' Merry. You, madame ? + ee 

Fanny. Certainly, sir; the little box you see 

is mine. | “ 
Merry. [aside.] Her little box! It’s clear I’ve 

got into the wrong box. 


Fanny. Alloy, me to ask, is it to accident or : 
design that I owe the pleasure of your acquaint- |— 


ance. 


pleasure of my acquaintance—she 
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Merry. [bowing.] Oh, madame! Pek The : 
§ do . 
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charming! main-top and gallant, but I should | that lady in the silk dress won't be long afore she 


like to come to an anchor here for three months. | gets just such another tingler as he 


Charlotte doesn’t expect me for three months. 
Fanny. Be that as it may, I shall hope to keep 
you for the rest of the day. oo 


gave me—if. 

she ain’t had one already. ° a 
[Exit after MERRYWEATHER, L. 2 E. 

Fanny. Well, never did campaign open more’ 


_Merry. For the rest of the three months; if you| brilliantly. Ha, ha! a victory like that decides 
like, madame. [Aside.] Charlotte doesn’t ex-|the fortune of the war. Now to report progress 


pect me. for— | 
Fanny. [invitingly.] Won't you take a chair? | 
Merry. Madame? [Goes for chair, and places 
it near her, sitting down. | 
Fanny. [aside.| So, so! [Aloud.] With each 
others help we shall manage, I dare say, to pass 
the day pleasantly enough. 
Merry. I shouldn’t wonder, madame! 
Fanny. Suppose we have a little music pres- 
ently; I know your taste in music. 


to commander-in-chief. So, here she comes. 
Enter CHARLOTTE, cautiously, R. 1 E. 

Char. Well, my dear Fanny. ' 

' Fanny. Well, my dear Charlotte. | 
Char. You’ve seenhim? — 
Fanny. I have! 

. Char. Well? | 
Fanny. Very well, thank you! = 
Char. Now don’t be cruel, but speak seriously. 
Fanny. Seriously, then—the affairis progressing 


Merry. You know it, do you! [Aside.] My|to my heart’s content! that is, your heart’s con- 


taste in music! 
Bright-eyed Seraphim” from ‘“ Polly put the Ket- 
tle On !” , Ae 

Fanny. Yow’: find your favorite instrument 
up-stairs. - 

Merry. Oh, I shall find my favorite instrument 
up-stairs, shall I?’ [Aside.] I wonder what my. 


favorite instrument is! I perceive there’s a small] . 


mistake here: she takes me for somebody else. 
Fanny. I dare say, you are surprised to find I 
know you, Mr. Shee. : — 
. faside.] Mr. Shee! Me! Mr. Shee! 
that’s Charlotte’s family name. 
’ Fanny. Oram I mistaken! Are you not— 
| Merry. A Shee! Oh, yes, ’m a Shee, ma’am ! 
| [Aside] I’m not going to stick at a trifle, and‘as 
| Charlotte doesn’t expect me for— 
. Fanny. Well, Mr. Shee, I consider you my 
guest; there must be no ceremony on either side ; 
| and, by way of setting an example, let me ask— 
have you breakfasted # 
' Merry. By way of following it, I own I haven't; 


ee ee > 


and what’s more, Pm ravenously hungry: 
Fanny. [rings bell, R.] 


Dobson, conduct this gentleman to the breakfast 
room. I resign your attentions, sir, for the pres- 
ent, to tea, toast, et cetera. 
Merry. My dear madame, 
tea, toast, e¢ cetera, too. 
Fanny. That I’ve done already. 
Merry. Can’t you contrive to 
cetera, again? 


I trust you mean to 


tea, toast, et 


_| business is done. — 


I, who could never tell ‘‘ The|tent! for my heart isn’t content at all; the dread- 


ful things I’ve been doing, and the desperate 
things I’m going to do, lie heavy on my con- 
science. I followed your wicked plot to the letter, 
became absolute mistress of this house and prop- 
erty; and even ventured to give him an invitation 
for the day. : | ; 
Char. Which he, of course, greedily accepted. 
Fanny. Very greedily; for my invitation for a. 
day was instantly accepted for three months! 
Nay, I’m afraid he'll only half masticate his tea, 
toast, et cetera, in his haste to rejoin me in the 
garden. — | 

Char. An appointment, too ? 

Fanny. Oh, dear, no! only he contrived to find 
out that I was going to feed the turtle-doves in 
the aviary, and he means to make a point of being 
there quite accidentally. © | 

Char. Then go—Il’ll ‘answer for. it he’s already 
there. — | [Gently pushing her. 

Fanny. But I must have time to breathe. — 

Char. When the victory is certain—when the 

i [Pushing her, c. 

Fanny. [receding.] But the business can’t be 
done in a moment. Well, recollect, you are re- 
sponsible for everything. 

Char. Iam! _ : 

_ Fanny. Give me akiss, then. [Kissing.] You're 
irresistible. eo" 

Char. So are you, if you choose. [Hit FANNY, 
L. C.} Dear, sweet girl; she cannot fail to charm 
him; and if her own heart respond, I shall want 
nothing but Felix’s return to complete my happi- 


Fanny. Impossible—my monotonous life goes|ness. Now to retire to my room, for he must not 
by clock-work; ’tis the only possible way of get-! yet know he is in my house. | 


' ting through it. [Looks at watch.] The next hour 


Enter SHEE, L. 2 E. 


I devote to my. morning visit to the aviary tofeed| Shee. Ah! my dear Charlotte. 


my pet doves; but the aviary is somewhat seques- 
tered—[goes up and points off at window, L. U. E. } 
the third turn on the left, after passing the pond, 
brings you to it—if you are accidentally in that. 
direction. Eos ; 
Merry. Yll make a point of being there quite 
accidentally ; let me see—the third turn on the 


| 

Enter DOBSON, L. 2 E. 
left after passing through the pond ; it really seems 
' 


an age till I have the pleasure of passing through | have left ‘behind al 


i that pond—till then, madame— [He kisses her 
hand. Aside—going.} A pleasant prospect this: 
for the next three months. Charlotte doesn’t. ex- 

ct me for— [He turns to bow. She looks down, 


Exit-MERRYWEATHER, L. 2 E. | 
Dob. (following him, aside.| It’s my firm helief 


Char. [aside.| He’s here—I’'m caught ! oe 
Ah, my dear Launcelot, welcome to Kingston 
Lodge. [Zmbracing.| When did you arrive ? 
Shee. Amomentago! °° | 7 
. Char. [{aside.] What a magnificent fib—a sure 
sign! [Aloud.] Well, I am delighted to observe 
the Southampton air and water have quite trans- 
formed you! I hope, too, my dear brother, you 
i your low spirits—life was 
meant to be pleasant; and pleasant things are 
easily found, if we will but look about us—ain’t 


they, Launcelot? [Smiling and pointedly.) And |: 


we needn’t look very far, need we, Launcelot ? 


Shee. I have, at the railway station. 


{ 
lushes, and courtesys—DOBSON watching her. ieee surprised.] By the by, have you break- 
aste 
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Char. [aside. ] 
couldn’t eat one ! 


Two breakfasts! formerly he 
[Aloud.] I’m afraid, then, you’d 


have little relish for the simplicity of my [ point- | you. 


edly| tea, toast, et cetera. 

Shee. Thank you, I won’t trouble you for any- | 
thing more. 

Char. Nor will I trouble you—for with all your 
improved digestion, three breakfasts can’t be 
wholesome. 

Shee. [surprised.] Three breakfasts! 

Char. Even the digestion of two would be as- | 
sisted by fresh air. [ Smiling. ] Suppose you walk | 
round the garden ? 

Shee. [aside.| How singular! she seems to want 


A PRETTY PIECE OF BUSINESS. 


do yourself a mischief. 


| ary? And what do you think of my pretty birdies? 


Shee. Here’s a pretty piece of business! 
Char. My dear Launce, this is imprudent of 
If you run about in this frantic way you'll 


Shee. I run about in a frantic way ? 
Char. Well, and pray how do you like the ayvi- 


‘Shee. Vl endeavor to collect my thoughts and | 
tell you what I think of your pretty birdies. I 
found my way to the aviary, profoundly meditat- 
ing all the way why you had sent me walking— 
suddenly I heard a noise in the arbor close at hand. | 

Char. To be sure—the turtle-doves. ; 

Shee. No, two very decidedly domestic DOr 


me to walk! [Alowd.] No, thank you—I’d as lief} and warbling a peculiar note, unknown, 


be here—in fact, liefer. 


answer for it, to Gilbert White, of Selborne! it ; 


Char. You're wrong, Launcelot, you ought to} was something of this kind. [Kissing his hand | 


see my aviary. 

_ suppose you walk. 
Shee. [aside. | Decidedly she does mean me to walk. 
Char. Come, don’t stand on ceremony; cere- 


mony between you and me is quite out of the| pouter, was immediately followed by the male 


_ question. 
Shee. Upon my word, so it seems. 


Char. Recollect, the second turn on the left of | variety, tripped over a stone and came to tie} 


the avenue; but you know well enough. 

Shee. I know? I know I don’t know! It seems, 
however, your decided wish that I am to find out 
the aviary and look at your turtle-doves—may I 
come back when I’ve had quite enough of your 
turtle-doves ? 

Char. Launcelot, you’ve mistaken your calling 
—you’ve a genius for the stage ; you act so well! 
Go along, do, you sly boy. 

Shee. “[astonished. | A genius for the stage! Go 
along, do, you sly boy. [Aside.] There’s evidently 
some screw here of a very loose character—but I 
suppose it will get right and tight in time. 
[Aloud,] I’m going, Charlotte. In fact—’m gone. 


[Exit c. 
Char. Ha, ha! poor fellow! What a struggle 
between his modesty and dissimulation! ‘ May 


I come back when I’ve had quite enough of your 
turtle-doves ?” and all the time his eyes sparkling 
| with impatience to get away! Oh, love! with 
what right do you condemn deceit, when your 
first act is to make us hypocrites ? 

Enter FANNY, hastily, L. C., down R. 

Fanny. Charlotte, I beg to send in my resigna- 
tion. 

Char. Why, what’s the matter? 

Fanny. If you hadn’t told me of your brother’s 
constitutional modesty, I certainly should never 
have found it out. I can only say, a few minutes 
ago his modesty and constitution warmed to such 
a degree that I was obliged to call in my discre- 
tion to—regulate the-temperature. An impetuous 
—hair-brained—provoking—agreeable— 

Char. Agreeable, I admit—but impetuous and 
hair-brained! You are dreaming! 

Fanny. No, luckily for me I am wide awake, 
and therefore I took to my heels—l’ll be bound 
the enemy is hot in pursuit. [Goes to window, L.|] 
Yes, look there, he’s fast on my track. I shall re- 
treat to my citadel—your dressing-room—I shall 
lock the door—bolt it—bar it—and then, who’s 
afraid! {Zooks off, c. D. She shrieks.] Ah, he’s 
coming! Adieu! [Exit into room, R. ln 

Enter SHEE, C. L., Slowly and grave, down lL. 

Char. She was right, here he comes, indeed ! 
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[Smiling significamtly—SHEE | violently y.| A moment after, out came the female | 
_ surprised.| I’ve got a pair of rare turtle-doves—| pigeon in a white bonnet, and flew towards the 


house. i 
Char. What do I hear? 
Shee. The female pigeon, who was manifestly a 4 
bird in a white hat; but white bonnet beat white 2 
|hat—for white hat being evidently of the tumbler |: 


e 


; 
q 
ie 
i 
i" 


he 


ground. 

Char. You speak riddles, brother! 

Shee. I'll give you the solution, sister. [ Goes 0 
window, L. 3 £.] Behold the tumbler! 

Char. [looks out.] Gracious powers! Mery. § 
weather ! 

Shee. Merryweather, the tumbler ! 

Char. Felix here? Can I believe np eh 


Shee. Here’s another pretty Snee aea of neal 
Then it was Merryweather who chirruped those | 
peculiar notes I heard in the arbor! -. 

Char. Ym terribly afraid it was! Oh, the per- |; 
fidious— And to tell me not to expect him for 
three months! 

Shee. Perhaps he meant to give you an agreea- t 
ble surprise ! ‘ 

Char. Very agreeable, truly! Fanny, of course, | ‘ 
took him for you! - 

Shee. [surprised.| Fanny took him for net - 
Well, I’m not given to strong expressions— put it 

can’t help observing—the devil she did! 

Char. My dear Launcelot, I confess, for I can- 
not conceal, that P’ve been plotting against you— 
but, believe me, Fanny’s not to blame! 

Shee. Oh, Fanny’s not to blame! that fact 
would give me intense satisfaction, if I had the |{ 
smallest notion who Fanny is. . 

Char. My dearest friend! one who, at my insti- 
gation, and for your happiness, had spraal a net 
for your affection. | 

Shee. Indeed! and caught Merryweather in- 
stead! Ha, ha, ha! 

Char. Yes—but that’s not the worst—I verily 
believe Fanny returns his partiality. What's to 
be done? I can’t, for very shame, go o and confess |} 
to Fanny that my bridegroom is in love with her, 
and she has fascinated him at my particular re- 
quest. Launcelot, my dear Launcelot, you must’ 
undertake to rectify all this mischief; you must |f 
contrive to make Fanny desperately fond of you. 

Shee. I! Me! Bless you, I couldn’t do such ¢ 
thing for the world. I haven’t got Me es 
assurance—I only wish I had. 

Char. My last hope is in you—rec0l aC! 
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A PRETTY PIECE OF BUSINESS. 


93. 


in fathering, your happiness that I jeopardized} Shee. [very loud.) Tumbler, it won't do! 


my own !. 
. Shee. But only tell me how I’m to set about it. 


erry. 
Char. The idea of my telling you how to set|I see—a ices 


about it! Set about it without telling, and lose 
no time about it—YPll send her to vou instantly. 
Nehari to R., then returns to c.] Remember—my |o 
ppiness! [going—returns] Merryweather’s hap- 
piness oat Fane's happiness! [going—returns] your 
own happiness! [goung—returns] everybody’s hap- 
pinessis in your hands! [£wit, hastily, B..1 E. 

- Shee. Now here’s another pretty piece of busi- 
ness ! It seems that everybody’s happiness is in 
my hands! everybody’s happiness depends upon 
my subjugating Fanny’s heart at sight—the idea 
of my attempting such. a thing—the monstrous 
absurdity of supposing a modest man could possi- 
bly please a lovely woman !. What would I give 
to have this fellow, Merryweather’s, effrontery ? 
I never saw him. before, but I reverence him al- 
ready! I positively venerate-a man of impudence ; 
but my admiration must not carry me too far ; 
cannot forsake Charlotte in her distress—nor will 
I allow him to—shall I allow him to? No, cer- 
tainly not. Ah, here he comes! [Up R.-to window. 
Enter MERRY WEATHER atc. L., arranging a 

- nosegay ; DOBSON follows on tiptoe and speaks 

whilst he advances to front of stage. — ; 

Dob. Im sure there’s something a-going on in 
this here family as I ought to know; and as no- 
body won’t tell me nothing, Ill just. see if I can’t 
Dek up something behind this curtain. 

Slips behind window curtain, L. 1 E. 

Merry. [tying mosegay.| If any lady or gentle- 
man wants an exercise of ingenuity, let him or 
her do what I have done—go and select. a senti- 
mental nosegay from the cdntents of a new kitchen 
garden, principally. inhabited. by mangel-wurzel ! 
The perfume can’t fail to impress the lovely wo- 
man. [Goes up to top table and places it in stand, 
k.} Astranger! Ah, my first-class carriage com- 
panion from ‘Southampton, I declare ! 

Comes down, C. 


- Shee. Your companion so far, sir ; we certainly 

occupied the same railway carriage. : 
' [Comes down, R. C. 

Merry.. Exactly—with @ woman between us. 

Shee. Sir | 

” Merry. A blooming dowager of some sixty odd 
summers ; -but the fact. i is, I suppose, you reserved 
yourself for Mrs. What-d’ye-call-her ? 

Shee. Reserved myself for Mrs. Who, sir ? 

.. Merry. The oe mistress of this house. 

Shee. (bothered. ] Eh! oh, ah! ho side.| This 
must be my Fanny. [Aloud.] Allow me in re- 
tutn to observe, sir, tat if I could fancy you to 
be reserved on a7 "subject, I should say you have 
reserved yourself for Mrs. What-d’ye-call-her, too. 
Merry. Oh, dear, no! my acquaintance with 
Mrs. What-d’ye-call-her i is quite accidental—I’m | - 
a mere bird of passage ! 

pha [ase Yes, a pigeon, I take it! 


. But 
the lan scape, think: of nestling here for some 
time to come. 


Shee. [aside.] What a cool fellow ! it’s really a 
treat to me to hear such delicious. audacity! 
[Aloud] Sir, you are evidently a a ener abe per- 
son, rbut take: my word for it, Mr. Pigeon, the 
pouter is not to be done! 


[Crosses toL. - 
aside.| ‘*‘ Tumbler, it won't do!” Oh 
Jealousy—mad—ha, ha! TY 
roast him alive! [Aloud.] I see you're a first-class 
ve my first-class friend; but you mustn’t intrude 

Ss. What-d’ye-call-her; she’s engaged to me 
a particular business for the next twelve hours. 
You really must go, then— 

Shee. Neither then nor now, sir ! 

Merry. You won't? Come, [like your impudence! 

Shee. Sir, ’m modest enough to be aenanet of 
my impudence by the side of yours. 

Merry. Then we fully understand each other. 
The question is, which shall turn the other out of 
the house ? 

Shee. To that extent we are in the most friendly 
harmony.. 

Merry. Precisely ; ; but before opening a cam- 
paign, one likes to know something of the enemy. 

Shee. I perfectly agree with you—so what’s your 


M 


I| name ? 


Merry. My name ? That’s very true. [Aside. 
The lovely woman here thinks I’m Shee—so 
can’t help myself—I must be Shee. 
believe you asked for my name? 

‘Shee. Well, I believe I did ! 

Merry. Hush—I'm Shee! 

Shee. She! ‘What she ? 

Merry. Launcelot Shee ! 

Shee. You Launcelot Shee! [Aside.] Come, I 
like this. I say again, I reverence this man ! 

Merry. And I expect equal truth and candor 
in return, when I ask, who the devil are you ? 

Shee. [aside.] His, exampleinspiresme.. [ Aloud. ] 


Who the devilamI! Is that your proposition ? 
Merry. It is! 
Shee. Hush—P’m Me eather! | 
Merry. Merryweather! What Merryweather ? 


Shee. Captain Felix Merryweather ! 

Merry. Indeed! I think I’ve heard of Captain 
Felix Merryweather before. And so you're he? | 

Shee. As sure as you're Shee. © 

Merry. (aside.] Now here’s an impudent dog ! 
to take another man’s name! — 

Dob. [stealéng out.]. Merryweather! crikey me! 
then as‘sure as sheep’s mutton, that’s. missus’s 


young man! Here’s a go! [Exit L.1 E. 
Merry. [coming forward uith his own hat.| My 
dear Mr. Merryweather,.good-by. [Putting hat |% 


on SHER’S ead.) Call again to-morrow ! 
[Pushing him. 

Shee. With pleasure—[bringing his own hat] 
only you've mistaken the hat. [Putting hat on 
MERRYWEATHER’S head.] Take your own hat, 
Shee—call again next time—God bless you, eee ! 

[Pushing each other to door, C 
Enter FANNY, R. 1 E. 

Fanny. A visitor inquiring forme? - 

Merry. ’Tis the charmer herself! [Advancing. ] 
My dear madame. 

Fanny. I expected to find a stranger here. 


looking round] liking the look of rays sir, have you seen any one? 


Merry. {covering SHEE.) Not a soul, ma’am | 
Shee. {jumping, and. looking over MERRY- 
WEATHER'S shoulder.| Don’t believe him, ma’ain. 
Fanny. (to SHEE.] May I inquire, sir—[ Aside. ] 
Gragiqus powers—that face! 
a [aside.] She looks agitated! Agitated 
such a— Who'd take a fellow like that for an 


- Merry. Pigeon! Pouter! What a funny fellow ! oe ? 
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Shee. Not I! Oh, dear, no! That is, ‘yes! 
very much so, m madame! 

Fanny. [to MERRYWEATHER.] I beg your par- 
don, sir; business must be attended to. 

Merr, “y. Madame! [Aside.] It really looks as if 
she meant me to go. [Aloud.] Do you mean ?— 

[Points to door—she courtesies. . 

Shee. [aside to MERRYWEATHER.]| Yes! that’s 
what she means—our téte-a-téte will last about 
four weeks. Look in again to-morrow month. 
Good-by, Shee! [Shaking hands. 

Merry. {aside to SHEE.] Hark ye, youngster, 
if I thought this anything but a joke, ’d make 
you spell the word satisfaction ! 


so much satisfaction, ’ give you a spell of it 
whenever you please. 

Fanny. [to MERRYWEATHER, courtesying.| 
Once more, sir. 

Shee. [to MERRYWEATHER.] Launcelot, begone! 

Merry. Madame, your wishes are to me a pleas- 
ure—[aside] a very great pleasure, considering the 
extent of my indignation. [Aside to SHEE.] Ugh! 

[Haxit L. 2 E. 

Shee. [aside.| I do believe I’m left perfectly 
alone with her! here’s a pretty piece of business ! 
[Looking aslant at her.] If I could only think of 
something striking to say to her. V’lltry. [Aloud.] 
How do you do, ma’am? glad to see you, ma’am ! 

Fanny. You've not quite forgotten me, then, sir ? 

Shee. [aside.| Forgotten her! have we met be- 
fore, I wonder! I haven’t the ghost of a recol-: 
lection. [Aloud.] Forgotten you, madame, what 
an idea ! 

Fanny. Well, sir, I will not scruple to confess I 
hoped as much; for amidst all the attractions 
and distractions of society, I still remembered you! 

Shee. [surprised.| Indeed, ma’am! [Aside.] 
Fanny and I have evidently met at some party or 
other. 

Fanny. I own, too, that in spite of my disposi- 
tion to turn life into levity, and make its very grav 
ities the food of mirth, I feel my thoughtlessness 
rebuked by the memory of what you once did for 
me. 

Shee. [astonished.] It seems I once did for her! 
Here’s another pretty piece of business. 

Fanny. What an age has seemed to elapse since 
that interesting event! 

Shee. [aside.| What interesting event, I won- 


_ dation here, SO ri go it a little. [Aloud.] An age, 
indeed, ma’am! methinks I still see you the 
acknowledged beauty of that brilliant ball! 

Fanny. A ball, sir! 

Shee. [ aside. | It was evidently no ball. [ Aloud. ] 
I repeat, madame, lovely women were there in 
abundance; but you were the observed of all ob- 
servers, at that memorable—Wednesday concert. 

Fanny. Wednesday concert. 

Shee. [aside.] No,it wasn’t a Wednesday concert 
—this is growing rapidly ridiculous. 

Fanny. [{aside.] Can [have been deceived? Is 
it not he? let me ascertain beyond a doubt. 
[Aloud.| Though your memory seems weak in 
questions of locality, I trust, sir, you have pre- 
served the little pledge I left with you? 

- Shee. 'The little pledge I left with you? I mean 
| the little pledge you left with me; preserved it, 
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A PRETTY PIECE OF BUSINESS. 


Fanny. [aside.| I can’t be mistaken! [Aloud.] | madame, like my own life! [Aside.] Vd give a 
I was told you desired an interview with me, sir?) trifle to know what the little pledge was. 


Shee. [aside to MERRYWEATHER.] Sir, I feel} 


_der? no matter, I’ve evidently laid a good foun-| 


-_ 
~ re ee 


Fanny. I must now reclaim that pledge—give 
it me back again. 

Shee. Give it you back again ? Don’t ask it, 
ma’am—l really cannot. [Aside.] How can if 
when I don’t know what the devil it is? 

Fanny. Or, if you have lost it, take better care. 
of the second I now present to you. 

[Presenting handkerchief. 

Shee.. [aside. ] What a singular female! I de- 
clare it’s a remarkably fine French cambric hand- 
kerchief! Ah, what do I see? F. G.! those 
initials—that cipher! the very ditto of the pre- 
cious handkerchief left me at Boulogies 

Fanny. [watching him.] ’Tis he! 

Shee. This you say is your second gift: tell me 
oh, tell me, when and where, then, was your me 

Fann y. At Boulogne—two years ago. 

Shee. ’Tis she herself! Oh, madame, my dear 
madame, forgive my want of recognition! but if 
you recollect, the first and only time we met, we 
were both over head and ears in water, and when 
we parted I was insensible all over; but of this 
be certain—’twas I had the delight of saving you; 
if you doubt it, look here! behold your first 


here—next my heart—inseparable! [ Searching— | 


aside.| No, it’s not; d—n it, how unlucky! the — 
inseparable article is in my carpet- -bag. [Aloud.] 
Wait but a moment here; you shall see that I am 
myself, and nobody else whatever. Dear, dear 
madame, I’m so happy! I’m not given to very 
strong expressions, but really I must say—here’s | 

another pretty piece of business. > 
1 [Exit toroom,L.1E. | 

Fanny. Tis he! my eye identified him in a |: 
moment, and my throbbing heart recognized its |} 
master; I feel that the life he saved belongs to \} 
him who saved it; but the plot thickens; how 
came he in Charlotte’s house? Is he her casual 
guest? or did he trace me here? How to unravel |; 
the mystery ! 

Enter DOBSON from SHEE’S 700m, L. 1z. 
Dob. [at door.| Very well, sir, very well, you 
needn’t go for to ageravate yourself; I haven't | 
eat your carpet-bag. [Coming forward. ] What |: 
a queer man that Mr. Merryweather is, surely! {+ 

Fanny. Mr. Merryweather, did you say ? + 

Dob. Yes, Mr. Merryweather! I say, mum—tI 
don’t mind letting you into the secret—that’s my | 
missus’s young man! 

Fanny. Mr. Merryweather ? 

Dob. Don’t I tell ’ee, Mr. Merryweather reir 
heard t’other chap call ’un so bang ont. 

Fanny. Do you mean to say Mr, Merryweather: 
occupies that room? 

Dob. Do you know that’s just exactly what I 
means: he’s a-going to marry missus; and missus 
is a-going to marry him; ain’t that a go? won’t |+ 
there be fun alive? Qh, oh | [Going out—takes 
hold of skirt of Fanny’s dress—aside. ] ’Tis silk, 
I'll take my ’davy. [EritL.3 BE. |} 

Fanny. [agitated.] Mr. Merryweather! he Mr. 
Merryweather? Charlotte’s betrothed lover re- 
turned? this explains his hesitation and embar- 
rassment! and poor dear Charlotte, too;. if she 
knew that the hero of my adventure at ogne |¢ 
was no other than her own intended husband, and. : 
that I, her bosom friend, had even unconsciot 
RS her! How to prevent discovery? 
| know but one way; and though it cost the happi-. 
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ness of ‘My whole fetare life, L will do my duty to 
|, BY friend. 


Dob. Shouldn’t wonder if you was ; shé’s a rare 
good ’un for blowing up. 
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Enter CHARLOTTE, R. 1 E. 

‘Char. My dear Fanny, I’ve been looking for 
you. Heyday! what's the matter? why this seri- 
ous air? 

Fanny. I have just taken a serious resolution. 
Charlotte, I have reflected on your advice—the 
position of a young widow without a protector is 
—in short, I think—I’m going to be married. 

Crosses to R. 

. Char. Indeed ! ae side.] If Launcelot should 
have succeeded. Gracious powers! I had almost 
forgotten. She takes Felix for Launcelot ! 

Fanny. Yes! your affectionate wishes, joined to 
the lively partiality your brother has personally 
expressed for me— 

. Char. This morning, near the aviary ? 

Fanny. This morning, near the aviary | | 

- Char. And what did you say? 

Fanny. [aside.] Icannot now recede. [Aloud. ] 

What I said, and do say, is—I love him—and Il 

—matry him—and —I-shail choke! [zit R.1£. 

. Char. Choke, indeed! So shall I choke! She 
says, very quietly, she loves my lover, and will 

marry him, and then walks off, declaring she 

means to choke! Why should she choke? I’m 
the proper person to choke ; for poor dear Fanny 
is committing all these atrocities at my particular 
request! - Oh, the traitor, Felix! Tll just see how 
far—that is, ‘how near, his effrontery will carry 
him; and then—then—oh, won’t.I! 

Enter Doxsoy, L. 2 E. 

Dob. What about lunch, mum ? 

Char. Don’t worry me, don’t ! Much inclination 
‘| Ihave for lunch, truly. 

Dob. Cheers for three, or cheers for four? 

Char. Leave the room, Dobson! [Ezit'r. 1k. 

Dob. Leave it yourself! I won’t put no cheers 
at all; and then see what you'll have to sit down 
upon. [If this family don’t mind, I shall give this 
family notice. There’s only one real good ’un in 
the whole lot; and that’s the brother. Oh, ain’t 
he a nice, handsome, saucy fellow! Ido like a 
heligant, graceless man—I always did. Here he 
comes, I. declare! Now Pll bet sixpence he'll 
give me just:such another tingler; especially if I 
makes believe I don’t see him. 

Enter MERRYWEATHER, C., down I. 

‘Merry. Look’ where I will, I can’t find my 
charmer. 

Dob. [aside.| It’s quite clear he don’t see me. 

Merry. Ah, Jemima, my dear! [Kisses her. 

Dob. [aside. ] Didn't I say so? 

. Where’s ao mistress? Where’s Mrs. 
What *¥e- -call-her ? 


Dob. Mrs. What-d'ye-call-her? You're arum’un, 


you are! Now, just as if you didn’t noe. your 
om name. 
My name? What has my name to do 


Merry. « 
with her name? [Aside.] Dolly’s a wag. . Merry. Charlotte Shee. In short, I’m the real 
Dob. Well, I should say there was a strong/ Felix Merryweather, her future husband. 
family likeness between them; but you. know best} . Shee. And I’m the real Launcelot Shee; her 
about that—all I know is, my missus is Miss Charl- past present and future brother. : 
otte ee as is—Mrs. Merryweather as is to be! - What do I hear? Shee, my dear fel- $ 
Merry. {stag pe ‘Miss Charlotte Shee the|1 «Pee glad to make your acquaintance—under |} 
mistress. of this hopse? . sich favorable circumstances too! ([Shaking_|¢. 
Dob. Bless you, sa can give you the Christian} hands.]. But do you know, haha! I thought you ; 
name of the house, too—this is Kingston Lodge. | were making unprincipled love to Charlotte. . ¢ 
Merry. Tar !.feathers! murder! I’m scutt ed Shee. And so did the very..same thing to an-'|+ 
blown up! _}other woman, under her very roof! Charlotte's $ 
+. 
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Merry. My course is clear. Brass, my precious 
mettle, stand my staunch friend now! [Aloud.] 
Susan, go and call your mistress. 

Dob. It’s no sort of use—she won't come now— 
she knows better. 

Merry. Why not? 

Dob. ’Cause she’s got along with him. 

Merry. Along with him? along with who? | 

Dob. Along with her young man, to he sure. 

Merry. Her young man ?. what young man ? 

Dob. Now just as if you didn’t know—that good- 
looking chap as wears whitey-brown hair and 
polishy boots. 

Merry. My feilow-traveler ! 

Dob. Didn’t she rush into his arms? and didn’t 
he rush into her’n? and didn’t he give her a kiss? 
such a tingler: just like your’n—only a precious 
lot more on ’em. 

Merry. The devil he did! [Aside.] And now I. 
think of it the fellow took my name; perhaps a 
preliminary to taking my wife! Let me contro} 
myself—perhaps this girl may have observed 
something more: J’]l just ascertain—with perfect 
temper. Jane, have you seen—death and fury! 
T can’t speak. 

Dob. Seen death and fury? no, nor don’t want 
to. Here he comes; I’m off. 

[Exit L. 2 E. MERRY WEATHER goes Up R. 
Enter SHEE, L. 1 £. 

‘Shee. Pve sent four messages and she won't 
listen to me; refuses to see me! ’Tis too clear I 
have mistaken gratitude for love, and her affection: 
is fixed on this enviable reprobate, Merry weather. 
_ Merry. Well met, sir. I’m happy to tell you to 
your face I know you. 

Shee. And I'm anything but happy to tell you 
to your face that I know you. 

Merry. And what’s more, I demand satisfaction. 

Shee. And what’s more, so do I. 

Merry. You demand satisfaction. Your auda- 
city is amusing. 

Shee. You demand - satisfaction. Your impu- 
dence is sublime. . 

Merry. Follow me. 

Shee. Vl follow you where you like, provided I 
go first. 

Merry. Agreed. 

Both. Then come along. [They make a circuit 
of the stage in opposite directions, and meet at 
back, then come down Cc. 

Merry. Youre a funny fellow, after all; I really 
don’t want to wipe your nose with a bullet. 

Shee. Yowre very good; and I’ve so much re- 
spect for your check, I don’t wish to riddle it with 
a brace of slugs. 

. Merry. Thank you. Then give her up—give 
up Charlotte Shee, and all’s forgotten. - 

Shee. Give up who? 
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have made love to is the woman I love—the 
woman whose lite I saved—the woman who loved 


Merry. Pooh! pooh! don’t you see it’s alla joke? 

Shee. I can’t Say I do. 

Merry. Hush! I hear her voice—only trust to) 
me: step in there. 

Shee. Well, but— 

Merry. Exactly. 

Shee. Allow me to-— 

Merry. Precisely! get in—it’s all right. 

Shee. V’ve a horrible conviction that it’s all 
wrong ! 
Enters i. 1 £., 


which he keeps half open; at the 


at R. 1 E., CHARLOTTE remaining at door, like- 

wise half open. 

Fanny. (to CHARLOTTE.] Stay here and listen 
—l’ll bring him to his senses. 


myself a constitutionally bashful man; I don’t 
naturally stick at trifles! but how I’m to get out 
of this scrape— 

Fanny. Ab! Mr. 
speak with you. 

Merry. Madame ! 

Fanny. You remember what passed between 
us this morning— 

Merry. Remember, madame ? 
get? [Aside.] I only wish I could! 

Fanny. 
tions have not been thrown away upon me. 

Merry. [embarrassed and Coughing very loud 
as FANNY speaks.| Madame! [Aside.] Pleasant 
for me! pleasant for Shee. [ Pointing. 

Shee. Very. 

Fanny. In short, as I cannot mistake your 
sentiments, my hand is yours. 

Shee. [emerging from door.] I can’t stand this! 

Char. [showing herself.] And I won’t stand it! 

Merry. {catching sound. Aside.| A voice there! 
Charlotte, as I live! Here’s ticklish navigation ! 
Breakers and icebergs all round. 

Fanny. Well, sir, your answer—do you accept 
my hand ? 

Merry. Certainly, madame-—no, I don’t—yes, I 
do Imay as well apprise you, however, that I 
can’t promise to care a button about you. [ Zalk- 
ing at CHARLOTTE.] No, madame, I love another ! 
a charming girl to whom I stand engaged! I’m 
very sorry for you, madame, I am indeed! 

Shee. [stepping out.| Excellent man! 

Char. [stepping out.| Dear Felix! 

Fanny. What do you mean, sir! you love an- | 
other and yet you accept my hand? 

Merry. Why not, madame? I only follow your 
example; for unless you are the most ungrateful 
of ingrates, you lovea certain young gentleman 
who saved your life—and, therefore, as I said be- 


Shee, well met: I wish to 


SHEE start]—to bestow it—[signs to SHEE, who 
advances|—on my friend and brother here, who 
adores you, and would certainly blow out my 
brains if I stood in his way. Wouldn’t you, my! 
friend and brother? 

Shee. [grasping his hand.| My friend and 
brother, I would. 
R. C., to FANNY.] O 


! madaine, speak ! 


A PRETTY PIECE OF BUSINESS. 


implacable, I can tell you, and so am [! for, | Fanny. I will—the life you saved I owe you— 
apart from my sister’s wrongs, the woman you|claim, when you please, the debt. 


me till she saw you, and your nice devilish ways. | Dearest 


heard every word. 


rather. 


your naughty—naughty—naughty mistrust of 
me—[tapping her hand|—determined to turn 
the table on you. 


same moment FANNY and CHARLOTTE appear | love for Fanny ? 
riage. 
man! 


Merry. [aside—eyeing FANNY.) I can’t call like that! 


our Susan just come back from Brighton—and 
your mother’]l be back home this very night— 
and Junch is ready—and Mr. Pippins sen 
| duty — 
—that’s all. 


Can I ever for- | home to-night! 


Then know, sir, your flattering atten-|morning; for we'll have the two weddings to-— 
morrow. 


fore, I accept your hand—[CHary OTTE and 


MERRYWEATHER crosses to 


COSTUMES.—MODERN. 
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Shee. [kissing her hand.| Dearest Fanny. 
Char. rushing to MERRYWEATHER’S arms.] 
elix ! 

Merry. [embracing her.) Dearest Charlotte ! 
Char. [pointing to door, R.| I was there and 


Merry. Is it possible? [Aside.] I meant ii— 


Char. Then you knew everything ? 
Merry. Why, of course I did, and in return for 


Char. But how did you discover Launcelot’s 


Merry. He told me all in the first-class car- 
[Signing to SHEE. 

Shee. [aside.] I never spoke a word—charming 
What would I give to be able to tell lies 


Enter DOBSON, L. 2 E. 


Dob. Oh, missus—mum—such news! Here’s 


his 
and you can’t get no goosegogs—and—no 


Char. [to MERE YWE RCE My dear mother 


Merry. Just in time to join our hands in the 


Shee. Agreed! 

Fanny. Agreed! 

Merry. Agreed! 

Char. Agreed! 

Dob. I be quite agreeable bon! [A long pause. 

Merry. Well, have you anything more to say? 

Shee. Not.1! ’ 

Fanny. Nor I! 

Char. Nor I! 

Merry. Nor I! 

Dob. More ain’t I! 

Merry. Then we may as well drop the oortethe 

Shee. Stay! On these occasions, it’s usual to |} 
say a word or two to the audience. They expect — 
it—I see they do! Haven’t you anything to say ? 

Merry. Not 1! 

Char. Nor I! 

Shee. Nor I! 

Fanny. Nor I! 

Dob. Blest if I have! 

Shee. Now here ts a pretty piece of business ! 

Merry. Come, brother-in-law, we depend on you 
for helping us out of this dilemma. You impudent 
dogs are always ready-witted fellows; so I shall 
refer the audience to rou eee stops him.| Oh, 
but I shall, though! ances.] Ladies an 
gentlemen, you know ale friend’s infirmity—let 
us hope, however, you will not think him quite so | 
immodest as usual, if he ventures to call this 
trifle—[to SHEE]—what do you venture to call 
this trifle ? 
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Shee. [advancing.] Well, encouraged by yar 
smiles, I think I may venture to call this trifle— 
—a—a tolerably ‘‘ Pretty Piece of Business.” 


THE END. 
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Ohatham, 1845. anges 1 dag 
— TT avresae ...cccccccceae Mr. W. H. Bellamy. 

Lord Beauville.....0.0- aa } Boot h. . Arnold. 
CNTY owiccavek se cosees ‘¢ C. Salisbury. “Clark. 
RAWSON. ccccscccseccecs “ C. Stafforc ‘* Bleecker. 

Ne.» 
Lady Beauville Mrs. Judah Mrs. Henry. 
ANE ie cectscececsses “ ~=Booth Miss Nickinson. 


JSurnished. Doors c., L. and R.; sofa B., on 
which LORD BEAUVILLE és lying, reading the 
mews. LADY BEAUVILLE is seated in a ber- 
geré, L 

Lord B. [throwing aside the newspaper:] I 
wonder what wet days were made for.? 

Lady B. If not to illustrate the tedium of mat- 
rimonial existence ! 

Lord B. [rising and coming forward.| Surely 
Lady B. has no reason to complain. Have you 
not a carriage of your own, servants of your own, 
rooms of your own, and ways of your own? and 
excellent ways ee are, too—when they do not 
interfere with min 

Lady B. And all these habits, my lord, I had 
before marriage. 

Lord B. Well, you keep your fancies, and I will 
keep mine. 

Lady B. Tam aware, my lord, you still xe 
several fancies which you might have discarde 
at our marriage, out of respect to me and yourself 
—your visits to Kensington do not escape me. 

Lord B. Rather late to begin reproaches, ten 
years after marriage, Lady B. Positively, if you 
persevere, I shall imagine you love me. 

Lady B. And if I did, is it so unnatural? But 
perbaps it is. . 

Lord B. Oh, not at all unnatural, but devilishly 
unfashionable ; nature ig the cant of those people 
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Lady B. And domestic happiness is nothing 


but— 

Lord B. Squabbling, bread ‘and butter, hearth 
brushes, and cold tea; if ’tis that you yearn for, 
Jet us separate amicably ; ; be domestic by yourself, 
take back your fortune, your jewels and yourself, 

Lady B. [rises.] Be it so: then give me back 
my youth, my beauty, my unbroken heart, blot 
out reflection from my soul, and return - peace to 
my mind; these, my lord, are the jewels I 
brought you. 

Lord B. You might as well expect the tourist 
to refund the enjoyment of his travels, or the 
gourmand the past luxuries of the cuisine. 

Lady B. No; for each of these has purchased 
his pleasure : but what have I received for your 
expenditure of my life? - 

Lord B. The adoration of society for your 
beauty while it lasted. 

Lady B. I did not marry to be the admiration 
of the world, but of my husband. 

Lord B. Ah! that was unfortunate, very; for 
when I married you I happened to be adoring 
somebody else; if you wasted your youth in dig- 
ging for atreasure you dreamed of finding, will 
you oe the empty spot for vour disappoint- 
ment 


Lady B. Lord Beauville, for ten years I have. 


tried to win your heart. 
Lord B. Then, Lady B., you were playing for 
love indeed, since I never had a heart to win. 
Lady B. You had, and you have—my life upon 
the fact! | 
Lord B. Animation becomes you, positively. 
Lady B. You shall own the worth you now fling 
from you—aye, at my feet. 
Lord B. Ido so half already—lI feel you are 
indeed— 
Lady B. Charles ! 
Lord B. Too good for me. 
Lady B. Ab! [Turns off towards L. 


Enter RAWSON, R., with hat, etc. 


Raw. The young person from Maradan’s waits, 
my lady. | 

Lady B. I come. eee R. 

Lord B. [looking after her.]| Very odd woman, 


who cannot afford to spend the spring in town, so| that—fine shape, though—never noticed that be- 


descant.on the beauties of nature to conceal their| fore. Hum! 


ch 


for what did you marry me ?f 


Well, Rawson, what success? Have 
you traced my little incognita of Kensington 


agri 
Lady B. Might I ask, my lord, if not for love, | Gardens ? 


Raw. I think so, my lord: tall, dark, generally 


Lord B. I wanted a head to my house and an|/walks with a very old decrepit man with large 


heir to my estate 


white moustachios 
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20) THE OLD GUARD. 


Henry. 1 blush to own it, at first my eyes dwelt 
Raw. I traced them to a lone house in the out-|on her form with the bold gaze of a libertine; but 
skirts of Paddington. On inquiry I found her|they were met by such a melting look of inno- 
name to be Melanie Havresac. -| cence, her whole being breathing a gentle strength 
Lord B. French, eh? of mind, conscious of its own rectitude. 
Raw. She is the sole support of her father, by} Lord B. Pooh, pooh! nonsense and Lat gram- 
_ the manufacture of artificial flowers—they appear|mar. Mens conscia recti. Well, go on. | 
very poor. Henry. I missed them for some time, till last 
Lord B. So much the better; order my cab to! night, returning from the opera, my attention was 
the door, and—stay—where’s Henry ? attracted toa chemist’s shop by a girl’s soft voice 
Raw. I believe, my lord, he is on guard at the | appealing in broken accents for a few days’ grace 
palace this morning. to pay a bill incurred for medicines for her sick 
Lord B. How can they order guards on wet/father. The wretch refused her gruffly, she was 
mornings like this? His duties will kill the poor|about to quit the shop, when, scarcely knowing 
boy. what I did, I rushed in, threw my purse into her 
Raw. Indeed, my lord, you could not be more|lap, and retreated in a moment; to-day, again, 
anxious if Mr. Lefebre was a son of your own. she crossed me, and, if I mistake not, I traced 
Lord B. Which, by that smile, you suppose him | her to this house. 
to be. No: while serving in the Peninsula I was| Lord B. Ha! [Aside.] It must be the girl now 
made prisoner by his father, then one of Napo-| with my wife—my COUre then, is taken. [ Aloud. } 
leon’s generals; Lefebre very generously became} Henry, she 7s here! 
my parole, and entertained me at his chateau;} Henry. I know it. 
’twas there I met the lovely Isabel—poor Isabel!| Lord B. But I must assume the authority of a 
she, indeed, loved me. father. 
Raw. "Twas inevitable, my lord. Henry. ’Tis a concession; ’tis I must assume 
Lord B. We were married! the obedience of a son. 


Raw. Eh, married? Your lordship must have} Lord B. Young blood will do mad 


Lord'B. The same. Well? 
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been very young indeed then. may be a wife. 
Lord B. Quite a boy; the war was concluded—| Henry. Never! no; I'll swear— 
I was released. With Napoleon the Lefebre family| ord B. Of course you will; but beware, you 
fell—I quitted France, and Isabel, who shortly | may swear once too often, and get a. wife thereby. 
afterwards, I heard, died. Now hear me, if this girl be worthy of you— 
Raw. All in the course of nature. Henry. She is—she is! 
Lord B. They did say, Rawson, of a broken| Lord B. I may consent— 
heart. Henry. My dear, best, kindest friend! 
Raw. Ah, my lord, but we know women’s| Lord B. I may consent to your making her a 
hearts don’t break so easily ! handsome settlement. 
Lord B. In my late tour through France, for-| Henry. How, my lord? 
tune threw me in the way of young Henry Lefe-| Lord B. Provided she prove invincibly yi 
bre, the orphan son of my captor and host. ous, of decent birth, and such manners as will 
Raw. And, with your lordship’s usual profuse | not shame you by the connection. 
generosity, you adopted him. Henry. What, my lord! is the vice of seduction 
Henry. (outside, R.] Where’s Lord Beauville?/palliated by the selecting a victim from the 
Raw. He is here, my lord. [Evit Rk. |realms of a gentle breeding, or is fashion 
; so economical o 
Enter HENRY DEHEEREr in the uniform of the| not permit one Sees eprint cent pga 
} EAI MED sis of her jealously defended franchise ? 
Lord B. You look flushed—what’s the matter? | Lord B. Vice, victims, sin, crime, franchise! 
Henry. My dear lord, pardon my agitation, but|In the name of sermons and politics, where did 
where’s Lady Beauville ? you dine last night? with a pot-pourri of un- 
Lord B. My dear boy, how should I know? A | beneficed parsons and ex-members of Parliament ? 
husband is the last person to inquire of in such| And now you are evaporating the fumes of bad 
an emergency. port, worse sentiments, and still worse rant! 
Henry. Is there a stranger in the house? has Listen to reason: what can the girl want—your 
not the loveliest— protection, your love for the time? 
Lord B. Hallo! Henry. Forever. ‘ 
Henry. My dear Lord B., ina moment I will} Lord B. Exactly, our ever, till the fancy dies 
dissipate your wonder by revealing the only secret | of that worst of all diseases, possession. Now, my 
I ever concealed from my best of friends: 1amj|dear Henry, be cool, be collected—one promise 
deeply, passionately, madly in love. only I will exact, that you will not seek an inter- 
seerd B. Well, well, don’t make such a noise} view with her till I discover if BLE be worthy of 
about it. you. 
Henry. With the loveliest— Henry. I give it. [Throwing himself in a chair. 
Lord B. Et cetera; et cetera! Lord B. [crosses to R.] Rawson, my cab! 
Henry. Some months ago, while taking an early} Adieu! Compose yourself, cher Henri, the fair 
stroll in Kensington Gardens— bonnet-maker will surrender. [Putting on his 
Lord B. Ha! hat.) She will fly into your arms—[aside] out of 
Henry. Imet an old and feeble man, supported | mine. [Aloud.] Au ministre“ ethget nel veder la 
in a slow and tottering walk by one of the loveli- | tua costanza il mio cor si rasserana nor te mR 
_ est beings I ever beheld. etc., ete. [ Exit, i 
Lord B. [aside.| The same, by all that’s strange! Henry y. Is this the man to whom I owe £0: deep 
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a debt of gratitude? Yet she may prove frail, 
and then from what a snare shall I not escape! 
Love blinds—yet it cannot be; however, it. is 
kindness in Beauville. I should not blame him, 
yet ’tis better so—by marrying her, too, she would 
become a pensioner on him. [I forgot that. Be- 
sides, as a mistress, I could love her as deeply, 
and should never change—never—never! 
[Relapses into thought. 


‘Enter MELANIE, R. 


Mel. Oh, what a beautiful lady! how kind! 
how dear! ‘how happy she will make me! I tell 
her all about mon pere, and she promise to come 
see him, she order me two, tree wreath of roses, 
that will be, let a me see—um—um—um—fifteen 
shillings — twenty-tree — twenty-seven. Oh, 
could jump so high for joy! [She utters a light 
cry—HEnrY looks up.} Oh, then I can buy a new 
bonnet, and I will take out mon pere to walk, 
and perhaps we meet that young officer again. 
Ma foi! what eyes he has: I wonder if his voice 
is as sweet as his lips appear to. be? 

Henry. [coming down, R.] Judge! 

[He kisses her. 

Mel. Who's dat? (She screams, and nearly falls. 

Henry. 1 beg your pardon. 

Mel. Oh, monsieur! [Aside.] ’Tis he. 

Shiga fs I could not resist satisfying your curi- 
osity. 

Mel. [aside. ] I must be angry. [Aloud.] Let 
me pass, sir ! . [Attempting to go. 

Henry. A moment. 

Mel. [aside.} I knew he wouldn't. 

Henry. Your name ¢ 

Mel. Melanie Havresac. 

Henry. Another saint is added to my calendar. 
Beautifal Melanie, surely you have ere this dis- 
covered my devotion. 

Mel. (aside, L.] How I tremble! 

, Bi [R.] If the eloquence of the eyes has 


Mel, [aside.] No, it hasn’t—it hasn't. 

. Henry. Can you love me? 

Mel. {aside.) Who can help. it? { Aloud. 
monsieur, ’tis I must ask can you love me ?. bat 
along way between us! Iam only a little mar- 
chande-—you. an officer; besides, there-are two 
feelings in us that can never be aa one. 

Henry. What are they f 

Mel.. In you the pride of wealth,-in.me.the pride 
of poverty. 

Henry. But if you share my. wealth, you will 
also share my pride; nay, more, for all my wealth 
and pride will be yourself. 

Mel. Oh, and can you marry me ? 

Henry. A—I—I asked you to love me, and, 
dear Melanie, love knows no priest but the pant- 
ne oe no rites but those it syllables in 


Mel. [regarding . him steadily.) Stay—you are 
robbing some bad play of it’s worst speech! you 
are speaking from your head. Now let me listen 
to your heart. 

Henry. That heart is yours, and speaks with 

our own voice. {Catches her as she turns from 


me pass! 


honor so Door that it, must be-fed on: mine? Let 
She goes R, — 
Henry. Melanie, [she turns] forgive me! 

Mel, Ah, you know I do—farewell! [Aside.} 
And so end all my dreams of happiness. [Evzit rR, 
Henry. Stay, Melanie, I will do ‘all you wish ; 
be mine on any terms. She is gone—gone to 
what? To double insult at home from Beéauville. 
I will hasten to atone my fault at once—there is 
but one way, ’tis plain and open—come what may, 

I'll follow it. [Hit R 


ScENE II.—A poor, but neat garret. Doors. and 
L., small round table, a chair and stool L. U. E. 


j | Luter MELANIE, supporting HAVRESAC, who ad- 


vances very feebly. He 7s dressed in the uni- 


- form of the Imperial Guard, with a band of 


crape round his arm. 


Hav. Ha! doucement;! doucement! [He Stts.] 
Ah! Parblieu! I feel as tire'as when we arrive at 
Vienna with the grand armie. . 

Mel. [brings down a chair, L.. c.] You forget 
that was many years before I was born. 

Hav. Eh! was it? and you cannot remember 
Pee you was born? No, no—well,. _tenez, I 
tell you. 

Mel. janes -) If his mind dwell too much on de 
past, I fear he will relapse. . 

_Hav. At Stuttgard, General Lefebre. read the 


'| bulletin of the Empereur to the Old Guard—he 
Jinvite us in thirty da 
.| we accepte ! ha, ha, ha! {Relapsing into thought. } 


ys to sup in Vienna. Ha! 


Lefebre, the child I held in my arms—de boy 
that used to play about my knee—I saw him rise 
—Lieutenant —- Capitaine — Colonel-Generale— 
mais, he is gone. [Sees the crape.} What is dis ? 

Mel. You forget what day this is. 

Hav. I remember—no—I remember— : 

Mel. Tis the anniversary of Napoleon’s death. 

.Hav. Ha! [Very wildly, and starting up.} No, 
no, he could not die—with Napoleon’ falls France 
—with France the world ! 

Mel. [aside.] I feared this fit would come on him. 

Hav. [sinks back.| .Yet—mais non—I have 
seen all the world roll darkly back into the tomb 
before my eyes—all I love have passed from my 


arms, and I am left alone—Lefebre gone—Isabel 


—my five brave garcons that sleep beneath the 


eternal snows: of Russia—and then I follow mon -|- 


brave, mon Empereur, to his rocky prison. Oh, 
mon Dieu! his eagle soul eat away his life in 
silence; I never left bim till he lay in Notre Dame 
—mon petit corporale, tu est mort ! [He weeps. 

Mel. [kneeling at his feet.) But is not one left 
behind to love—one, mon pere—one, see ! 

Hav. Ha! Mes kisses him.] Ha! Bi little 
rogue! there, there! ’tis past ! 


Enter a SERVANT, RB. 25, — 


Serv. A gentleman waits below to see Miss 
Malanie Exit R. 

Mel. ‘aside. Tis he; what shall I do? A— 
a—I will see him here. [Aloud.] Mon pere, your 
ie a le so strange—remain in the next room 
till he’s 


+ 8 8 e 8 6 8 6 8 eee 


= 


a SE me ins + aap rm <M AMR AR a. apr cs mcs cece 


So ~~ 


30 THE OLD GUARD. 


press, L., and brings an old but bright ee ee 
seizes it with trembling delight.| Ah, ha, ha, ha! 
ma mistresse. [Crosses to R.] Come, we will tell 
each other tales of de past. Come! Ha! [as- 
sumes the military attitude of attention] guarde, 
porte armes! [Shoulders his musket with diff- 
culty, and nearly falls.) Aha! doucement— 
so—ha! ’tis well—left face—marche! (He turns 
and exits, staggering under the weight of gun, 
MELANIE half supporting him, L 


Enter LorD mecera ce R. 


Mel. [aside.] I hope ’tis not he. 

Lord B. My prize—and all alone, by Venus ! 

Mel. {aside.] No! Oh, what a disappointment! 

Lord B. I calied—ahem— [Aside.] What the 
devil shall I say ? 

Mel. [aside.| He is confused. Can it be my 


gem. [Aloud.] Melanie, you are ‘deceived; still 
know me as your friend. 

Mel. I cannot. Pray gol 

Lord B. I did but jest: nay, you are beloved 
by my friend, and at his desire I came to test 
your worthiness of his affection. 

Mel. Then, if so, you both insult me with sus- 
Picion. 

Lord B. You do not believe me ? 

Mel. How can I? ‘You confess-you came to de- 
ceive me. ae 


Enter HAVRESAC, L. 2 E. 


Hav. Mclanie, ma princesse, I am tiresome of 
myself. Monsieur pardon an old moustache. 
Lord B. Certainly. [Aside.] Confound him! 
[Aloud.]. Then, ma’amselle, you will- think of 
what I said—um— [Bows. Aside.] Vl not give 


benefactor of last night ? her up, for all that. [Brit R. 2 E. 
Lord B. I merely— Hav. Ha! I'm glad he is gone, I am so hungry. | 
Mel. Tenez, monsieur. [Takes purse Srom Come, Melanie, let us dine. | $ 


bosom.] Was this purse once yours? 

Lord B. [aside.| Excellent excuse! [Aloud.] I 
came to apologize for the rude manner in which 
twas offered last night. 

Mel. No, no, the name of charity is too noble to| 
want any ceremony of approach but its own good- 
ness. 

Lord B. If you speak thus, you will make me 
ashamed of offering that worthless trifle. 

Mel. Not worthless, oh, no; a drop of water 
may be worthless, but a ‘king who is dying of 
thirst. would give his crown for it; a withered 
bough is worthless, but to the drowning ’tis life 
and all. 

Lord B. Worthless it shall appear to you, lovely 
Melanie, in comparison with the comforts ‘you 
shall see around you. 


Mel. There-—a—there is none. 

Hav. Ete bien! then buy some. See! Ah, bad f 
child, where is your purse? Suppose, now, I had 
run away with him? Go, buy plenty 

Mel. (aside.] Not a penny will I spend. What } 
shall I say? Oh, happy thought! I have still my |? 
own breakfast untouched. [Aloud.] I forgot—yes, 
here. [Aside.] I will go to the lady who was 80 
kind to me to-day, she will assist me—there! 
[Runs up, brings down tray spread with viands, 
places it on the table, chair by it, seats him down, 
and kisses him.) There—now I must leave him. 
[Puts on bonnet and shawl. Aloud.] Be good, and 
when I return and work, you shall tell me of Aus- 
terlitz and Marengo. é 

Hav. Stop, I'll tell you now—I want no dinner. 

When the Austrians, after the battle of— 
Mel. Not for myself I accept your bounty, but| Mel. Not now. Indeed I must go—good-by ! 
for my dear ee a poor, helpless old man.| Hav. [rather dejectedly.] Adieu! [Hit MEI- 
Points tou. 2 E.] I cannot, ‘Nd, I will not see} ANIE, R _ She is good—oui—but she never lis- 
im want. . |tens well to my battles—when I begin to storm} 

Lord B. I will starve first. my fort, she begins to sing “vive Pamour”—n’ ‘? 

Mel. [more emphatically.| Heaven will repay |importe; but she looks ill—oui—pale—she work ' 

u! too much. I must do something—comment—I am |¢' 

Lord-B. I intend it shall—a heaven on earth—| strong. Ah, when I think of mon petit corpor- 
your beauteous self. ale—he say to me, ‘‘Havresac!” [Stasds up and 

Mel. How? Iam poor. salutes.] ‘ General!” “Can we take that re- 

Lord B. Beauteous girl, you have a mine of/doubt, monbrave?” ‘Oui, general, give the word ; 
wealth you know not of; give me your love. [4/to storm the sun, and, sacre bleu, we take him!” 
pause: She regards him steadily without taking|En avant donc—marcbe! [He attempts to march | 
her eyes from his face, draws out the purse from | upright, but staggers back into the chair.) Hollo! | 
her bosom and holds: at out to him.] Nay, you are |jambes ‘stupides you big fools, what the devil do 
angry ! you do that for,eh? Ah, ah | well, n’importe— 

Mel. No, I am too used to insult. beg pardon—they carried ‘me to victory through 

Lord B. And too lovely to be cruel. What have|Europe, and if they fail me in their age, their |¢. 
I said to move you thus youth will plead for them. : 


Mel. [still holding out purse.| I will pay back 
all I rate spent of it. Enter HENRY, R. YE. 

Lord B. Why thus agitated ? Henry. This must be the room. 

Mel. I will starve, 1 will work, I will—but,| Hav. An officer! : [Stands saluting. 

dropping the purse at his feet, and covering her Henry. Not here! I rather expécted to find a | 
ace with her hands] mon pauvre pere—must I | lady— 
see him die of want? Hav. Oui, my Melanie—she return this mo- | 

Lord B. Never; his life is on your lip—I will | ment. "Will monsieur sit? | 
lavish luxuries upon him—he shall live. Motions Henry to chair. 

Mel. On what—the honor of his child ? Henry. Thank you; [sits] but do not stand. | 

Lord B. [aside.} ’Sdeath! am I to be foiled by patted about, sees but one chair in the room; 
a French bonnet-maker? No! obstinacy fires me | leaps up.| Indeed, I beg your pardon—there. 
the more; I will risk all, but she shall be mine.| Hav. Sit before an officer! Jamais! ’tis against : 


If open assault be thus repulbed, ru oak strate- | de ordre ! 


ageceseeseeeses 


PS a aad + 


THE OLD GUARD. 31 


Henry. I must insist. [Forces him gently into 
chair, and sits beside him on a stool. 
Hav. [aside. ] 
he has very large politesse. 
Henry. You are in the French army ? 
Hav. I was. 
Han (pr bah line ? 
Hav. gy Guard Imperial! 
Henry. aan I be 
the recital of whose deeds my heart has so often 
panted 
Hav. [aside.] I have seen that face before, but 
oe Poa floats: about my memory. , Dim- 
Aloud.| Yes, I follow him from the Alps 
s "st elena, under the sun of Africa, an 
through the snows of Russia, mon brave Empereur! 
Henry. Magician that he was, why was he so 
adored by the nation. he depopulated ? 
Hav. Demand of La Gloire why men snatch a 
gore-faced mistress from the arms of death—he 
share wis us all alike—hunger, danger. At Arcole 
he seize the magic eagle, when our guard, stag- 
gering under a. heavy fire, was giving way; his 
voice, above de thunder of se guns—“ Grenadiers, 
en avant—charge!” Ha, ha! parbleu! if Arcole 
had been l’Enfer, it must have fell at “Suive le 
petit corporale!” 
Henry. Yet he was a tyrant. 
Hav. Ah, monsieur, dere is no grande wagitaie 
but have some error; ; but leave his faults to se 
grande Dieu to punish, and ee tis only 
the courage of the—what you call—your—jackass, 
to kick de lion ven he is dead ! 
Henry. Yet what was the secret of his rise ? 
Hav. Discipline. One night I was poste on the 
Volga to guard our bridge, with orders to let none 
pass. One came—I challenge—he attempt—lI re- 
sist—he open his cloak, and, parbleu! ‘twas 
Napoleon himself! ‘ See, ” said he, ‘I am your 
“Empereur, give place.” “Non,” said I—“m 
ordre—pardi, you no pass here.” He return, and 
mark,.he would have perish—for five thousand 
sacre Cossacks were in ambush on the other side. 
Ha, ha! discipline save Napoleon's life. Voila la 
pra ar ! dat vas de secret of his success—dis- 


cipline ! 

ehh And in the midst of famine, and the 
fearful doom of Moscow— 

Hav. Was he not with us? and was not that 
light, food, drink, everything? I supported the 
last of my ‘five brave garcons dying in my arms, 
when he rode up to point a charge—nature had 
fled. I laid my brave son on the cold snow, and 
i ‘¢-Vive la France !” 

any And with all this, Isee you are but a 


"Hav. Oui. Hesay to me, “ Havresac, mon enfant, 
it is more difficult sometimes to be good corporal as 
officer—restez tranquille, mon brave—TI love you.” 

Henry. And you received nothing for your 


? 
. Oui—this! [Points to the Cross of the 
Legion of Honor on his breast. 

enry. The Cross of Honor ! 

Hav. Placing it on my breast, he said, ‘‘ Take 
it, Havresac—it marks the spot of one brave 
heart.” 

Henry. Here is one my father wore—[shows 
cross fastened by a ribbon from beneath coat] 
and see, nici rough its centre he received his 


He is a ver good young man—| Melanie! 


Hav. Ha! let me see! t [Seizes it.) I am blind 

—is it—no— Fe trembles violently) is this adream ? 

€ looks in HENRY’S face.) No, no, 

no—I ain old—if ’tis not so twill kill me! Speak 

—your name should be— 
Henry. Lefebre ! 

tH AVRESAC clasps his hands and neck. 
Hav. Oui! oui! the son, the child of my gen- 


old one of those veterans, at | erale—my brave— 


Henry. You knew my father? 

Hav. He died in my arms. 

Henry. [raises HAVRESAC, and places him in 
achair. Aside.) Was this the man whose child 
I sought to ruin ? 


MELANIE re-enters, L. 2 Es 


Dear Melanie ! 

Hav. [when placed in chair he takes an old 
leather wallet out of his bosom. oie, see— 
within dis is one million francs ' 

Mel. [aside.| He raves. 

Hav. Open him! open him! 

[HENRY opens wallet. . 

Mel. Why, then, have we starved ? 

Hay. Why have we starve? Ha! Because they 
were Lefebre’s—my generale’s—I saved them for 
his orphan child—you shall count them. [ Going.] 
For twenty years they have lain there. Oh! shall 
Lever find him? He lives—J dream of him.. 

[ Wandering. 

Henry. Dear Melanie, his mind wanders; lead 
him to hiscouch. And say, will you accept Lady 
Beauville’s protection until I can offer you the 
home of a husband ? 

Mel. Need Ireply? He will recover in a mo- 
ment. [HENRY and MELANIE assist HAVRESAC, 
and lead him off L. 2 E. 

Henry. Now to prepare my kind friends for 
their guest. 

As he ts going, LORD BEAUVILLE enters, R. 2 &. 

Lord B. Henry here! 

Henry. Spare me an explanation. I have found 
the dear friend of my father—I have offered him 
and his child the shelter of your roof. 

Lord B.. He shall be welcome. My carriage 
waits. Do you fly home, leaving me a line to these 
people, bidding them trust themselves to my 


guidance. 
Henry. My ever-noble friend ! 
[Writes hastily at table. 
Lord B. ] Thus, once within my power, 


I convey them plata I will, and the proud 
Melanie will still be mine. 

Henry. "Tis here. [Gives paper.) My horse 
waits; I will be back immediately. [Ezit r. 2 E. 


Re-enter MELANIE, L. 2 E. 


Mel. Henry! [Aside.] He here again! 

Lord B. Now, Melanie, do you doubt me? Am 
I the friend of your lover ? 

Mel. I cannot tell. 

Lord B. [gives her paper.| Read that. 

Mel. [ta 4 it, and reads.| ‘“My DEAREST 
MELANIE: The bearer, Lord Beauville, is my 
oldest and best of friends; trust to him implicitly ; 
he will conduct you to your future home, where I 
will meet you.—Your devoted HENRY.” 

Lord B. Well? 

Mel. I will not 

Lord B. Where ore ? 

Mel. I know not, but something here [touches 
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death-wound. breast] says, do not stir. $ 
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Lord B. Obstinate girl, I will not be bearded| Mel. Go—leave us. - 
thus. [Calls.] Rawson ! Lord B. [HAVRESAC revives.] He revives. 


RAWSON enters, R.2E. | - Enter Henry and Lavy BEAUVILLE, B.2B : 
See: ‘did 1 intend you any harm, [come with| Mel. Save me from that wretch—he has mur: | 
means to compel you.. [Seizes her wrist: |dered my father ! 


Mel. Hush! within that room sleeps my father| Hemry. Lord Beauville [ 
—one breath of dishonor to his blood would reach; Hav. [looking round.] Beauville! srhere, : 
him, and be his death. where? Help me to-' see him—quick ! [Henry |¢ 

Lord B. Aye—then remember that one cry of| and MELANIE raise HAyRESAC. He recognizes |} 
yours will seal his doom. BEAUVILLE.] Ha! ’tis he indeed! Beaurille, 


Mel. Release me, if you bea man. you remember me? ‘Havresac, the witness of |f 
_ Lord B. Never! your marriage ! 
Mel. Oh, Heaven ! Lord B. Can it. be? 
Lord B. ’Tis vain.- Hav. Husband of Isabel Lafebre, now fs my | 
Mel. Oh, Henri, where stay you now ? revenge. Melanie—here—here—look on this girl i+ 
Lord B. Beyond your cries. whom you would destroy—she is your own child— 
Mel. Father! ha! . [He sinks on the ground, 
Hav. [totthout. } Melanie ! .| Mel. Hush! - if 
Mel. Help! Hav. [very faintly.) Melanie, where are yout ;} 


HAVRESAC rushes out wildly with his vbissles and | I cannot see—your hand—how cold it is, Whatis 
bayonet as MELANIE wrests herself from Lorp | this darkness? Hush! what’s dat? a drumf + 
BEAUVILLE. She throws herself at HAVRESAC’S| Aha! again—to the attack—now! now! allons, \¢ 
Jeet, while he keeps them at bay ; he wavers after | mes braves! a tramp, and the rumble of the guns |} 


a moment, drops his point, and falls. —they come—allons—Napoleon, look at us! 
He will die ! mon pere! mon pere! Now, up—en avant, charge [Vive YEmperenr! 
Lord B. Die! Rawson, run quick for assist- Vive! vive N apol— [Dies, - 
ance ! What have Idone? I never looked for| — 
this. : _ [Bait Haw EON: R. 2 E.  ° THE END. 
COSTUMES. 
HAVRESAC.—Costume of Napoleon's “ Old Guard.” {| RAWSON.—Rich livery. 
BEAUVILLE.—Fashionable suit. ee 
HENRY.—Full dress English officer's uniform—scarlet coat, TEE PES eee: ene arene 


chapeau, and white pantaloons. MELANIE.—Figured print, black silk apron—a grisette. 
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